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Braearh poor Ovid veſts his weary head 
#pon his (offi, when al! bape was fled. 
And thereupon bis wreath of Bayes doth lye , 
To ſhew he did in Ponrus baniſh*d dye. a 
But yet his Muſe aew life to him doth give , 
Aad by his lines ſweet Ovid Mill dnth live. 


Vade Liber mundo, Dominus fuit exul, & inde 
Diſce pati a Donuno, tor malay vade Liber, 
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in the midſt of 4 Adver 56 


wile Ic e liv? in 7 omos, a 
City of PONT us, 


; - Where hee dyed atter {even years 
% Baniſhment from ROME. 
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TO THE 
Honourable, and wor- 


thy of Honour by 
Deſert, 


5": Kenelme Digby K+. | 


S1R, 


= Onur generous minde tra- 
med by Niture to verrue 
and vcrtuous actions, !s {0 
well known to Souldiers is ergo 


Ad wvytur 
Bayes, fo the Muſes dogive you ;,,, hone 2 


Bo ks. The confideration whe CLIC" natura (6. 
ot hath emboldncd mee (though a poſtus Sen, 
{tranger): o offer to vour PLoteciion 1-5-EP+ 44+ 
this tranflatic.n of Ovids Elegies, who 

I think was ever rocked in his cra- 
dle by the Mules and ſed with ſugar 
1nd Hell:coman water , Which mad= 
him have {o {weet a vein of Poetry. 
So that the name of Ovid is a {uf}t- 
cient commendation for any work 
of his ; it my Engliſh can bur lie rhe 
A J Ec C0 


The Epiſile 
Eccho ſend back the foft Muſick of 
his lines. And indecd it he write beſt 
of love that hath been 1n love ; and 
that there js a certain wtgytuax or che 
fhicacy in his wordsthat tcels the af- 
feion; I' doubt not but my own 
ſorrow hath learn'd mec how ro 
rranſlate Ovids ſorrow. For 1 con- 
tels I was never in Fortunes books, 
and therefore am not much indebt- 
ed to her, neither do l carc for her 
frowns; but I am grieved for one 
who is my brother in miſ-tortune, 
who is ex#l in Patria , bcing enftor- 
ced to let that $kill and experterice 
winch hee hath gottun abroad in 
Marine affairs, and which hath 
been approved of both by the Exge 
th aud Datch Nations 1n teveral 
loag voyages, lite dead 17 him for 
waut of employment, which is the 
ite of praftical knowledge: And 
rough he muſt bee compelled by 
his preſent fates to accept of the im- 
ployment of forraign Nations, yct 
ita way might be opened unto him 
he 1s more willing (as hec is bound 
by duty) to ſerye his natiye og 
all 


4 


Dedicatory. 


- and Country, which defire of his 1 


know your generous diſpoſition 
cannot but cheriſh, and approve of 
my love towards him. "This book 
Ovid (ent rothe City of Rome as ap» 
pcars by the-firlt verie, Parve nec 1n- 
video, &c, and I ar now to ſend 
ic forth into a City abounding with 
Critticks, and therefore it deſires 
your worthy patronage and de- 
tence ; tor which (it Ovid lived) he 
would make his flucnt Mule cx- 
preſs his thankfulneſs : But 1 for as 
ny favour which you ſhall ſhew un- 
to this tranſliction, mult acknows 
ledge my [clt bound unto your yer- 
rue, which I wiſh may ſhine forth 
in proſperous actions, until your 
tame be equal to Ceſars, Who ba- 
niſh:d Ovid, 


T he ſervant of your 


Vertues, 


W.SALTONSTAL, 
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To the Reaer, 


S277 1 now 0704 4 communcuſtome to 
{| * M28 thy g00G wall by an Ep:fte, and 
We herem to move thy affetitonto bee fa. 
EC oe/04rable to the preſent worke, wherein 
1 need not beſtow any oreat pats. for this 1s 4 
tranſlation of Ovids laſt boaoke which hee writ i 
baniſhment, and therefore if you would ſet before 
Jour eyes the preſent eitate wherein he then lived, 
it would exceeding! y move your pitty towards 
him. Imag « that you ſaw Ovid ts the Land of 
Ponrus, where he whoſe company was ſo much dee 
fired, was now banilh'd from all company; ve that 
was once the Dariing of the Muſes, n1w made 
the ſub'e3 of mi{ery h2 that irank, chaiſe wines , 
zow drinks [ping water; he that wore 4 wreath of 
Bayes, naw wears a wreath of Cypreſſe: and to 
conclude, be that was once C fam9us, W.15 AW 4; 
much urfortayate, avd all this was moſt anwor- 
thily 1: fluted 0a bims for (omenifence commiites! 
againſt Ceſar, aud alſo for writing that 4:happy 
Book which he called the Art of Lowe; for theſe 
two he accuſes as the cauſers of his banihmentzdu , 
ring which time he writ this laſt Book, extituling 


And 


it bis Tciftium, b:carſe it contained bus ſorrow : 


hear 
forro 
WW it h, 
work 


, To the Reader. 
* 'Andlaftly confider, that after hee had writes 


® this book, having divers times ſought th bee re« 
 pealed from baniſhment ; axd deſpairing of any 
* mercyfrom Czfar, he at laſt dyed, in the ſeventh 
year of his Baniſhment, from Rome : the uſes, 
together with Venus and a hundred little Cupids 
being mourners at his Funeral. If therefore you 
. ever loved the ſweetneſſe of, Oyids veine, or if the 
- conſideration of his ſufferance in baniſhnent, his 

want, his griefs, his aſſlifliens , and laſtly his 
death in a barbarous Land, can move your pitty 
and compaſſiou, I doubt not but you will ſhew 
much love and affettion to theſe Elegies, even for 
Ovids ſake, whoſe compoſitions were ſo ſweet and 
fluext, that his werſes did runne like a ſmooth 
ſtream fed by the ſpring of the Muſes , ſo that 
he could hardly ſpeak, but in the manner of a 
verſe, for ſo he teſtifies of himſelf : Quicquid co- 
nabor dicere verſus erit. Now for my ſelf, I 
have pat theſe Elegies of Owids into an Engliſh 
m041ning babit, with a frontiſpiece to give thee 
a clear view of Ovids an{ery, and to make thy 
heart mare apt torecerve a deeper impreſſion of his 
forrow,, that ſeeing how nyworthily he was dealt 
withal, thou mayes5t both pitty Ovid,ard love this 
work of his, which 1s all 1 deſire, 

Thine 
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Angelus Politianus his Epi» \ 


And 
G { The 
gram on the baniſhment And 
and death of Ovid. q wn : 
: 7 His 
He Roman Poet lies in the Euxne ſhore , The 
And barbarous earth the Poer covers 0're : 3 Wh 
Him that did write of love, thar land doth hide , 
Through which the ers colder ſtreams dorh glide, 7 ” 
And werr not aſham'd ro be (O Rome) 


More cruel then the Getes ro ſuch a ſonne ? 
Oh Malſes while he fick in Scythia lay , 

Who was there that his ſickneſs could allay ? 
Or kcep his cold limbs in the bed by force , 

_ Orpaſs away the day with ſome diſcourſe ? 
Orrhar could feel his pulſe when ir did bear , 
Or zpply ro him warm things to cheriſh heas ? 

Or cloſe hiscyes, even ſwimming round with death ; 
And art his mourh receive his lareft breath ? 

There were none, tor his ancient friends then were 
In thee O Rome, from Pons diſtant farre. 

His wife and Nephews were farre off rogether , 


His Daughrer went nor 'vith her baniſh'd Father. \ And 
The Beſs and Corall: were in theſe parts , F | rh 
And the skin-wearing Getes with ſtony hearts. $ tor 


The Sarmatian riding on his horſe was there , 

To comfort him with looks that dreadful were. 

Yer when he was dead, the Beſs wepr, the Gete, 

And ſtout Sarmatians did their faces bear. 

Woods, mountains, beaſts, a mourning day did keep , 
And Iſters pealy ſtreams they ſay did weep, 
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Verſes Oc. 


Some ſay that fiozen Pontus did begin 

To melt, with tears that Sea»Nimphs ſhed ter him, 
Light Cxpids with their mother Fears rannc, 
And with torches ſer the funeral pile on flame : 
And whil: his body did conlume and burne , 
They pur his athes in a cloſed Urne : 

And on his Tobe- ſtone theſe words graven were , 
He that did teach the 4't of Lovt lyes bere. 
Then Fexns with her white hand did bedeww 

His grave, whilſt ſhe ſweer NeRar on him threw, 
The Mulcs brought their Poet many a verſe , 
Which I am farre unyoihy to rehearſes 


Zulins Scaligers Verſes on Onvid, 
wherein he maketh 0wd 
ſpeak ro Auguſte, 


I Would thy cruelry had in me begun , 

Nor by murders ſteps ro ruine me hadſt come, 
If my wanton youth did move thy diſcontent ; 
Chou mayſt condemn thy ſelf ro baniſhmenr. 

For ſuch feul dceds thy private rooms do ſtain , 
Char men condemned nc're did a& the ſame. 
Could nor my wit, nor gentlenefle thee reſtrain + 
Nor ſweet rongues ſecond to Apello's Veine 2? 


* My ſtrain hath made the ancient Peers ſoft » 


| 


And to the new the weight of things hath ravphe. 
| chen did lye when as | praiſed rhee , 
For this my baniſhment was deſeryv'd by mce, 


Umbra Owidii, 
OR 
Ovids Ghoſt, 


Hen 1 did live 1 got the wreath of Bayes , 
From etber Poets in my younger dates © 
B 2 ; And 


And ſoon my fame through all the world was bnown, Þ# & 
while Ovid onely was eſtcem'd at Rome, 

But ther at laſt as 1 did raiſe my fame 

By verſe,ſo from my verſe my rume came. 

By an Crour I great Cxlar's wrath did move. 

And then by writing of the Art of Love : 

For which two faults by Cxlar 1 was ſent » 

To the Pontick land to live in baniſhment. 

I endeavony d ftill to be repeaPd from bence » 

But Czlar world not pardon my = 
Thus ſeven years I in baniſhment did ſpend , 
antil by death my ſor:ows had an end. 

And thez my ſoul to Charen's boat did go , 
Tho unto Ovid did much hindneſſe ſhow : 

And row d me ftraight to ihe Elifian field , 
which unto bappy ſouls ſuch pleaſure yields , 
where now I live, aud every day converſe , 
With ghoſts of Lovers who my lines rehearſe. 
And ſor my ſake ſweet Garlands they compoſe » 
Of Li/lies mingled with the c:tmſen Roſe : 
1'hich they do give me, thereby to explain , 

How lovers once did love ſweet Ovids vCeine. 
And now at laſt it jeyes my ghoſt toſce, 

The world doth (:H preſerve my memery, 

Aad that my ſorrows they tranſlates bave, 

And bave not buryed them within my evave , 
For which my ghoſt unto the werld grves thanks , 
Is theſe words writ on the Elyſian banks, 


Elegics themſclyecs as much indebred knozy 
To us, as Herotchs did roV7rget owe, 


ms, |þ 


SLCLSLELLELSS 


ELEGIE. 1, 


In this Elegie at laree 

Ovid gives his book a charge, 

To ſee Rome, and gives diredtion: 
How with time to varie ation, 


Y little Book the Ciry thou ſhalt ſee , 
Sl Woc's me, thy Maſter may not go with thee ; 
\j Go, bur undreſty and ſccing thou art mine , 
*8=q7! Pur on a habir like unto the time, 


* Bc not clothed with the Hyacmths _— Juyce z 
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Such colours are in mourning our of ulcs 
Paint not thy Title with Vermillion dye, 


: Todraw untorhee every gazing eye : 


% 


J 


No oyle of Cedar to thy leaves allow , 
Nor weare white corners on thy ſable brow , 


* Such Ornaments may happy books inveſt 3 


Bur be rhou like unto my fortune dreſt , 
Thy torchead with no pumice ſtone make fair 5 


# Bur come thou forth with loole and ragged hair, 


Nor ſhame thoſ[e blors which on thy face appears ; 
For lome may think they were _ with my rears. 
Go booke, ſalure the City in my name , 

For on thy feer I will go back again ; 

And if by chance among the common crew , . 
Some mindful of mee aske rhee how I do ? 

Rerurn thanſwer, cell them rhar I live , 

And thax my God this life doth freely giyc. 

Bur if rhzy more do ſcek, then filent Ibe, 


| And ſpeak nortrhar ſhoyld nor be read in thee, 


B 3 Then 


Triftium . 
Then the angry Reader will repear my faule , 
While by the people 1 am guilry. choughtr. 

Defend mce nor, though they my fault repeat , 

An ill cauſe by defence is made more grear, 

Some thou ſhalr finde will ſigh cauſe | amgon: 

And read theſe verſes with wer cheeks alonc, 

Who often wiſhes Ceſar would bur pleaſe , 

Some lighter puniſhment might his wrath appeaſe. 
And I do pray he may ne*re wretched bee , 

Thar wiſhcs Ceſar ſhould thus pity mee, 

Bur may his wiſhes come to palle, that | 

Ar laſt may in my native Country dye. 

Burt book, 1 know, thou (halt receive much blame , 
And be rhought interiour unto Ovids yeine : 

Yer every Judge the time and matter weighs ; 

The time conſidered, thou deſerveſt praiſe. 

Smooth verſes from a quiet minde do flow , 

My rimes are over-caſt with ſuddain woe. 

Verſes require much leiſure and ſweet eaſe, 

But I amtoſt by windes and angry Seas. 

V-rics were never made in fear while 1 - 

Do looke each; minute by the ſword to dye. 

So that an equal judge may well approve 

Theſe lines ot mine, and read them with much love, 
Had FMomer been diſtreſs'd ſo many waves, 

Ir would his ſharpe diſcerning wit amaze. 

Then book be careleſs of all idle fame, 

For to diſpleaſe thy Reader, is no ſhame , 

Since forrunc hath nor ſo kinde to mes been, 
Thar thou their idle praiſe ſhould ſo eftcem. 

When [ was happy, I did cover fame, 

And had a gieat defire ro ger a name. 

Bur now both verſe and ſtudy 1 do hate, ®$ 
Since they have brought me ro this baniſht ſtate. 
Yer go my book , thee in my place I afſigne , 
And would roGod I could not call chee mine. 


Though 


Lib. 1. 


Though as a ranger thowdoſt come ro Rome, 

Thou canſt not to the people come unknown ; 

Hadſt thou nocitle, yer thy ſable hew , 

If thou deny me, will thy authour ſhew : 

Yer enter ſecretly, leaſt ſome diſdain 

My verſe, which is not now eſtcem'd by fame, 

And if by chance ſome when they hear mee nam'd, 

Do caſt thee by out of their ſcornful hand. 

Tell them that I do teach no Rules of Love, 

That work was long ſince puniſh'd from abovee 
Perhaps thou doſt imagine thou arr ſent , 

z oCeſar's Courr, which is not my intent : 

Aſpire not theu unto thoſe ſeats Divine , 

From whence the thunder did on mee decline, 

Though once the Gods more favourable were , 

Yer now their juſt deſerved wrath I fear. 

The fearful Dove once ſtruck, ſtill after ſprings, 

When ſhee doth hear the Hawks large ſpreading wings : 
And from the fold rhe Lamb dare never ſtray , 
That from the Wolf hath gotren once away« 

Nor would young Phaeton deſire ro drive 

His Fathers ſteeds, if he were now alive. 

So having tclr great Foves deyouring flame , 

] am atraid 1 ſhould bee ſtruck again, 

He that was in rhe Greczan fleet before , 

Will bend his ſails from che Eubear ſhore. 

And ſo my weather= beaten bark doth ſhun , 

© Thatplace from whencethe furious ſtorme begun, 
Thcretore be wiſely circumſpeR; rake heed , 

It is encugh if thee the people read , 

While Icarius flew too high with waxen plumes » 
The Icarian Seas from him thcir name aſſumes. 
Yet it is hard to counſcl in this aRions 
Sincetime and place will give thee beſt direion, 
For if chou ſee that Ceſars wrath be ſpent , 

And that his anger is to mildneſle bent : 

5 4 
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Tr1iſltum. 
Or if ſome Courrier thee to C#ſar ſhow z 
And {peak ro him in thy behalt, thengo , k 
Wirh lucky ſtarrcs, and bring mee ſome relict , y 
Tolighicn this my heavy weight of grief. | 
For he by wham 1 did theſe wounds obrain 
Can lk: Achilles ſpear cure them again. 
Bur take heed leaſt thou do dil-fayour hinde , Fi © 
My hopes arc {mall and fears perplex my minde : 
Leſt 1 another puniſhment obtain , 

If thou do move his new-calm'd wrath again. 

Bur when inro my ſtudy thou dolt ger, 

And there upon the lirtle ſhelves at ſer. 

There thou ſhalt ſee thy other brothers ſand , bo 
Brought all ro life by one life-giving hand. 6 

The reſt are by their paper eitles known, 

Whoſe written names are on their fore-head ſhown, 
T hree other books thou ſhalt likewiſe diſcern, 
Teaching loves Art which every one can learn. 
Burt ſhun them, and if thou haſt fo much breath, 
Tell chem that Ocdzpus was his fathers death. 

And if thy parents words have power to moye , | 
Love none of rhcle although they reach to loye. 

Fifreen volumes of changed ſhapes there lics , 
Which were of lare ſnatch't from my oblequics : 
Bid them among their changed ſhapes relate , 
The ſad change of my fortune and «eſtate ; 

For ſhe's unlike ro what ſhe was before , 

Once happy, now my fate I muft deplore. * 6 
I have more prec-pts to give thee in charge, 6 
Burt that my words thy ſtaying would cnlarge ? 
And ſhoul.J'ſt thau carry all my thoughts with rhee: , 
A burthen to thy bearer thou would'ſt bee. 

*Tis farrc, make haſte, while here I live alone , 

Within a Land jarre diſtant from my home. 
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Lib, 1, 
ELEGIE It. 


bile fear of Shiprorach all amaze , 
He to the Gods devoutly prayes. 
Deſcribes the tempeſt and h1s feay , 
At laft the Gods bis prayers bear, 


E Gods of Seas (for what remains bur prayer } 
Be pleay'd ar laſt our beaten bark to ſpare z 
Be nor offended all for Ce/ars ſake , 
One God enrag'd, ſome other pitty rake. 
Marg hated Troy, Apollo did defend 
The Trojans, andfair Vers was their friend , 
And though thar 7uno Turnms did reſpe& , 
Yet Venus did Anas ſtill prore&t. 
Though Neptune ſtill #/yſſes ruine ſought, 
Yet him Mizeyv2 unto harbour brought, 
And though to them we farre inferiour be, 
One God diſplea&d, ſome power may pleaſed be, 


'Bur yer alas it is in vain to ſpeak , 


Since on my face the angry waves do bieak, 
And nov the ſourherne windecs fo cruel arc , 

They will not let the Gods even hear my prayer: 
Burt coupling miſchiefs, with their ruffling galcs, 
They take away my prayers, 2nd drive our ſais, 
The waves like mountains now arc rowled on , 
Which cven ice to touch the ſtarry Throne , 
And by and by deep vallies do appcar » 

As it that hell ir {elf diflolved were. 

Norhing bur air and water can I lce , 

And bork of them do ſcem to threaten mce, 
Whiles divers windes their forces do diſplay , 
The ſea is doubrful which he ſhould obey, 

For now the windes comes from the purple caſt , 
And lo again it blowerh from the weſt, 

'T hen Boreas flies out from the Northerne Waincy 
While Southerne windes do bear him back again ; 


an 


Triflium, 


Our Pilot knew nor whither he ſhould teere , 
' Arr fails him, loſt in his amazed fear, 

Periſh we muſt, all hope of lite is paſt, 

And while 1 ſpake the angry billows flaſh'd 
Into my facc, and with their waves did fill, 
My mouth, while 1 continued praying ſtill. 

I know my wife at home doth now lament, 
And grieve to think upon my baniſhmene. 

Yer knows ſhe not how 1 am tolled here, 

And lirtle thinks ſhe that 1 am ſo near 

Unto my death, and were ſhe heie with me, 
My grief for her a ſecond death woull bee. 
Now though 1 dyc, yet while that ſhe is ſafe , 
I ſhall ſurvive in her my orher half. 

Bur now quick lightning breakerh through the Cloud , 
And following Thunder roareth our aloud. 
And now the waves upon the ſhip do bear, 
Like bullets, and as one wave doth retreat , 
Another comes that doth excced the reſt , 
And thus their fury is by rurns expreſt. 

1 fear not death, yer 1 do grieve that I 

Sheuld here by Shipwrack in this manner dyc, 
Happy is hee whom fickneſs doth invade , 
Whoſe body in rhe ſolid earth is laid. 

And having made his will, in his grave may reſt, 
Nor ſhall the fiſhes on his body feaft, 

And yertſuppoſe my dearh deſerved bee , 
Shall all the reſt be puniſhr here for me ? 

O yee grecne Gods who do the Sea command, 
Take off from us your heavy threatning hand. 
And lerme bear this wretched life of mine , 
Unto thar pl:ce which Ce/a7 did aſſign, 

If you defire with death ro puniſh mee 

My fault was Judg'd not worthy death to bee, 
Had Ceſar meant to take my life away, 

He necd nor ule your help who all doth ſway, 


Fcr 
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Lib, 1. 
For if that he dopleaſe my blood to ſpill , 


My life is bur a tenure at his wills 
Burt you whom 1 did never yer offend, 
Have pirty on meezand ro mercy bend. 
For though you ſave me in this great diſtreſs, 
Yer you ſhall ſee my ruine ne*re the leſs. 
And if the windes and ſeas did favour mee 
I ſhould no leſs a baniſh'd man ſtill bee. 
I am nat greedy, riches to obrain , 
Nor do 1 plough the ſea in hope of gain , 
I go not ro Athens, where ] once have. been , 
Or Acian towns which 1 have never [cen , 
Nor unto'Alexandria do I go, 
To ſee how Nilus ſeven ſtreams do flow, 
[ wiſh a gentle winde which may ſo ſtand, 
To bring mee lafero the Sarmatian Land. 
And though to the ſhoares of Pont 1 am ſent, 
I now complain of rardic baniſhmenr. 
And though to Tomos 1 am ſent away z 
Yer for a ſpeedy paſlage I do pray. 
Then if you loye mee, calme the angry ſeas, 
And gently guide our ſhip if fo you pleaſe : 
Or it you hate me, bring me ro that Land , 
Where death even for my puniſhment may land. 
Then bear mee hence you windes, whzr do Lyhere ? 
Or why doth Italy in fight appear , 
Why ſtay you me who am by Ceſar lent 
Unto the Pontich land to baniſhment, = 
Which 1 delerv'd, nor dare I ro defenJ, 
Thar faulc which he ſo lately hath condenmn'd. 
Yet if the Gods did know our {ecret thought , 
There was no wicked meaning in my faulr. 
You know, blinde errour carricd me aways 
While folly dic my harmleſs minde berray, 
If ro his houſe 1 ever bore good will , 
Avd have obeyed Augiſizes pleaſure till : 


want add -- 


T1iſt1vm, 
If I have prayed even in Auguſiuzr name , 
If I have prayed eyen for his happy rcign ; 
And offer'd incenſe in Auguſtus name : 
If ſuch my minde , then Gods from you I craye , 
Some pitty, or elſe make the Sea my grave. 
But ſtay, my thinks the Clouds away are blogn,, 
And the ſcas yanquiſhrt rage 1s overcome : 
For theſe ſame Gods which I before implor'd, 
Thoſe Gods which I conditionally implor'd, 
Being ne*re deccived, do now their help afford, 


ELEGIE. Ul, 


hen that uahappy hor was come , 

That he muft now depart from Rome ; 

Hee ſhews bow his Wife an friends lament , 
Hs then approaching banmſhment. 


vV Hen T remember that ſame fatal niokr , 
The la&trhar 1 injoy'd the Ciries fight ; 
Wherein I left cach thing ro mee moſt dear ; = 
Then from minc eyes there {lideth down a tear ; 

For when the morning once drew near thar | , 

By Ceſars ſentence muſt leave Italy ; 

I had no migde to think upon the way , 

My heavy heart did ſcek our all delay. 

Servants, nor yer companions did I chuſe , 

Nar coins nor cloathes, which baniſht man might uſe 
I ſtood amaz'd like one by thunder ſtruck , 

Who lives, yer thinks thar life hath him forlcoke 
But when this cloud of ſorrow was ore bloun , 

And all my ſenſes were more able grown ; 

L bad tarewcl to each ſad friend by name 5 

For no'v of many there did few remain. 

My Wite wept, and me weeping did imbrace , 

A lower of rears ftill raining on her face ; 
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Lib. 7. 
My daughter now was in the Aphrich land , ' 

Nor of my ſad fate could ſhe underſtand, 

Through all my houſe deep groans and fighes I hear ; 
As if ſome tuneral ſolcmnized were. 

My wifc, my children, and my ſelf were mourners z 
And private grief did vent ir {elf in corners. 

If humble ſorrows great examples brook , 

Such was the face of things when Troy was took. 
Ir was the deepeſt ſilence of the night , 

And Lx24 in her chariot ſhined bright : 

When looking on the Cappirols high frame , 
Which joyned was unto our houſe in vain : 

You Gods (quorh I) whom thele fair ſcars enfold , 
And temples which 1 ne're ſhall more behold : 
And all yee Gods of Rome whom 1 muſt leave y 
Thcſe my laſt rendered prayers do you receive z 
Though wounded I the bucklcr uſe roo late, 

Ler exile eaſe mee of the peoples hare. 

Tell Ceſar thoiigh I ſin'd by ignorance » 

There was no wickedneſs in my offence. 

And as you know ſo let him know the {ame, 

That ſo his wrath may be appeal'd again. , 
Wirh larger prayers my wife did then befeech 

The Gods until that fobs cur off her ſpeech , 

Then falling doun with flowing hair long ſpree ; 
She kift the harth whereon the fire lay dead ; 

And to cur penates pourd forth many a word , 
Which for her husband now no help afford, 

Now growing night did haſte delay again , 

And Arfos now had rurn'd about her Wain, 

And loarh was I to leave my countries light , 

Yer this for exile was my lenrenc'd night, 

Lf any urecd my haſte I wouldreply , 

Alaſs, confider,whirher, whence I tiye. 

And then my ſelf with flarrery would begulle z 

And thipk ne hovr did limit my cxile,. 


Tr f TNSs 


Thri ce went I forth, and thrice returning finde, 
Slow paces were indulgent ro my minde. 

Ofc having bid farewel, | ſpake again , 

And many parting, killes gave in vain. 
Then looking back upon my children dear , 
The ſame repeared charge I gave them there, 
Why make we haſte ? *cis juſt ro ſeck delay , 
Since 1 am ſent from Rome ro Seythia , = 
For I muſt leave my children, houle, and wife, 
Who while 1 live muſt lead a widdows life , 
And you my loving friends that preſent be, 
And were like Theſeus faithful unto mee : 
Ler vs imbrace, and uſe times little, tore , 
Perhaps I never ſhall imbrace you more. 

And then my words te ation did give place , 
While I cach friend did lovingly imbrace , 
Bur while 1 ſpake and tcars bedew'd my eyes , 
The fatal morning ſtarre begantoriſe, 

My heart was ſo divided therewithal 

As if my limbs would from my body tall. 

So P/1am griev'd when he roo late did finde, 


The Grecan Horſe with armed men was lin'd, : 


Then ſorrow was in one loud cry expreſt , 
And every one beganro knock his breaſt ; 
And now my wife her armes abour mce caſt , 
And while I wept, ſhe ſpoke theſe words ar laſt ; 
Thou ſhalt nor go alon:, for 1 will bec 
Thy wife in baniſhment and follow thee. 
In the ſame ſhip with thee Vie go aboard , 
And one land ſhall ro us one lite afford, 
Thee unto exile Ceſu*s wrarh commands, 
Me love, which love to mee for Ce/ars lands, 
This ſhe repears, which ſhe had ſpoke before , 
And could not be p:rſ{waded ro give ore. 
Till at the laſt when 1 my hair had rent, 
Forth like ſome living Funeral 1 wenr, 


And 


Lib, Ito 
And after (as 1 heard) when night grew on , 

Being mad with grief, (he threw her ſelt along 
Upon the ground, while as her hair now lies, 

Soild in the duſt, and when that ſhee did riſe» - 
Shedid bewail her gods, her {elf and all , 

And on her husbands name did often call. 
Grieving as much tor this my late exilc , 

As if ſhe ſaw me on the Funeral pile ; 

She wiſhes dearh her ſorrows would relieve , 

Yer then again for my ſake ſhe would live. 

And may ſhe live while I obey my tare * 

And live to h«lp me in this wretched ſtate , 

Bur now the keeper of the Beare was waſhr 

With waves which even tothe Heayens flaſht ; 
While we the Ionian ſeas now ploughing were , 
Fear made us bold eyen in the midſt of tear. 
Alaflc, the windes the ſeas in black adorne , 
And with the beating waves the ſand grew warme , 


When ſtreight a Sea o're Poope and ſterne roo came , 


Waſhing rhole Gods were painted on the ſame, 
And now the planks did groan) the ropes did crack 
As if the ſhip lamented her own wrack. 

Our maſters palcneſs did confels his tear , 

And knowing not what to do, gives o're to ſteare, 
And as a man unable to reſtrain 

A head-ſtrong Horle, dorh ſlack the bridle reins , 
So he ler looſe the ſails unto the Seas, 

Leaving the ſhip ro drive on where it pleaſe, 

And had nor Z&ols other winds ſtraightſent, 

We had been droven back from whence we went, 
1//z1a being on our ſtarboard hand , 

We came in ſight of the Italian Land. 

Ceaſe then you winds to drive us on that ſhore , 
"Tis Ceſars will we ſhould go back no more. 
Thus fearing that which Idid much defire , 

The leaping waves did tothe decks aſpire, 
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Triſtium, 
Spare me ye Gods of ſeas ſome mercy ſhow, 
Lex it ſuffice that Ceſar is my .foc. 

And let not death my weary 'oul invade. 

If one alrcady ruin'd may be ſay*d, 


ELEGIE NY. 


#nto bis fricad whoſe love be found, 
Conſtant whes his fortune frown'd 
And libe a chimney bot to be, 

Iz the winter of adverſity, 


Friend, thy love deſerves the foremoſt place , 
Who pitticdſt mee as if *rweie thy own caſe : 
For when I was amazed with my grict , 
Thy gentle words did yield me prear relict, 
And didſt perlwade mce fill rolive, while 1, 
Wearied with forrow did defire to dye. 
And though by fignes thy name I do conceal , 
Yer whom I mean thy cenſcience will reveal. 
And of thy true love I will mindeful be , 
For I do owe my very lite ro thes, 
My ſoul ſhall vaniſh into empry ayre , 
My body to the funcral pile repair. 
E're 1 forget thy love which 1 did finde) 
Or rinc ro make ir ſlip our of my minde. 
Bur may the cafic Gods to thee incline , 
And give a fortune farre unlike ro mine. 
Yet had my ſhip with gentle windes fail'd on, 
Thy faithful loyc ro mee had been unknown, 
Pirithous Theſerss love could never kno , 
Till co the infernal warers they did go : 
And Phoceus love had neyer been cxpreft , 
Till madde Oreftes furics him diſtreſt, 
And had Eurzalus icap'd rhe daring toe , 
Of Ns love who ſhould the ſtory know ; 
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Lib . x. 
For as the fire the yellow gold doth cry, 
So love is proved by adverſity, 

While ſo:wn2 helps us, 2nd on us doth ſmile, 
They will attend upon our wealth that while , 
Bur if (he frown, the y Fye, and ſcaice of any, 

8 Shall he be known, that had of triends ſo many. 
p This which before, I from examples drew 5 

| In my own fortune now 15 proved true, 

| Since of my friends (@ few remaining bee, 
& The reſt d:d love mv fortune and not mee. 
Þ Then let thoſc few aid mee, diſtreſs'd rhe more, 
| And bring my ſhip with ſafcry ro the ſhore : 
And let nor any fear ro be my friends 
Leaſt thar his love great Ceſar's mighr offend, 
For fahfalnefle in friendhip he : doth love > 
And in his enemies doth ir approve. 
# My caſe is better, ſince that no atremapt 5 
'Gainſt him, bur folly wrought my baniſhment, 
A Be warchful when j in my behalf and ſce, 
© If that his anger way appealed bee. 
If any wiſh 1 ſhould my ericfs rchearſe, 

They are ro9 many ro be ſhew'd in verſe. 
| My griefs are more than ſtars within the $kies, 
Or little mores which from the duſt arife, 
{Tor to my {orrows none can credit give, 
OE ity will {caice the fame belicve. 

<f1des thoſe orher gricts whick ought to have, 

chin my ſecret the: iphts a ſilent grave, 

Had I a voyce and breaſt could ne're be tyr'd, 
Merc mouths and rongues than cver grict defii” d, 
Yer could nor I expreſſe th2 lame in werds, 

_My erict {ſo large a theam ro mce atfords. 

$ You learned Ports leave off now to write , 
Uliſſes troubles, and my woes iCcitce 

7 luffered more 2 he wandred many years 

ths io In comming heme from Troy, as it appears, 
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Trift HIMN, 

Wee ſaild fo far ro the Saymarian ſhore » 

Till wee diſcover'd ſtars unknown before. 

With him a faithful creop of Grecians went » 

My friends forlook mee in my baniſhment. 

To bring him home his happy ſails were ſpread, 
While | even frem my native country fled. 

Nor do I fail from 1thaca, from whence » 

Ie would net grieve meeto bee baniſht thence : 
But even from Fomegwhich dorh rhe Gods cafold , 
And fromſeven hills doth all che world behold. 
Hee had a body hardned to endure , 

To labour I my elf did nere inure z 

In the ſtern wars great pains hee daily rook » 

Bur I was ſtill deyored ro my book. 

One God oppoſing mee, no God brought aide » 
Bur him BeZona helpr the warlike Maid. 

And fince that Neptune is than Jove far leſs , 
Him Neptane, bur great Jove doth mee opprels, 
Beſides ſome fiftions do his labours grace » 
Which in our griefs {ad ſtory have no place. 

And laſtly choughar laſt, his home hee found , 
And landed on the welcome long _ ground. 
Burt ne're ſhall I my native country lee > 
Until the angry Gods appealed bee. 


ELEGIE Y. 


unto bus Wife whoſe fuithful love , 
And conſtancy hee doth approve. 


A Pollo Lyde never lov'd fo well z 

*Y Nor did Philetas loye ſo much excell 
1o Battis, as my conſtant love to thee 
Worthy a husbard that might happier be : 
Thou hclpedit ice when fortune did decline » 
So :f chat 1 am) any th'ng, *cisrhine, 


And! 
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Lib, I's 


Who wiſht to ſee mee bear a ſhipwrack rable.' 
For as the Wolf whom hunger doth make bold , 
Doth dare ro ſer upon che unwarchr fold : 

Or as the Vulrure round abour doth filye , 
Tolce what Carkaſs doth unburicd lye : 


Inthe like manner ſome unfaithful hand , 


Had ſcaz.'d my goods, bur that thon didſt withſtand ; 


And by friends help didſt fruftrare his intent , 


& To whom I can ne worthy thanks preſent, 


This was a certain trial of thy leve , 

If any trial necd the ſame approve, 
Andromaches love to Heffor when he fell 
By tour Achilles, canner parallel 

Thine, more expreſt ro me in my ſad fate , 


* Then was Laodamiaes to her mate. 


Z Hadſt thou been Howzers wife as thou art mine , 
> Thou ſhouldſt in fame Perglope our-ſhine. 
* Whether chou ow'ſt thy verrues to thy ſelf, 


F 


Z And liberal nature did impart this wealth ; 


> Orelſe the cxample of ſome Matrons life , 
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Doth reach thee how to be a loyalwife ; 

And ſo by cuſtome made thee like to cither ; 

if things unequal may compare rogerher. 

Alas my verſe hath now ne ſtrength to praiſe thee , 
Nor to the height of thy deſerts can raile thee : 
And if we any lively vigour had , 

Through length of miſery it is now decay'ds 
Elſe thy conſpicuous vertues ſhould appear , 
"Mongft women rhart for ycrcue famous were : 
Yer if my verſes any praiſe can give y 

Within my verſe thou ſhalt for cyer live, 


ELEGIE VI, 
unto bis friends who did engrave, 
Ana on their Rings his Imaze haves 
C2 


And none through thee , to ſpoil mee more were able, \ 


, 
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Triſtium, 
F/ Thoſe he wiſhes him to view , 
Ia thoſe verſes which he drow. 


T, Hou that my Image wea''ſt in Rings expreſt , 
Ler not my krow with lvie wrcathes be dreft. 
Such enfiones hap ppy Poets may 2dorne , 
No Garland on my temple: ; muſt be worne. 
"Though you conceal is, ver you know *tis true » 
Who on your finger do mee often view. 
6 nd having made my counrcifeir in gold , 
Me in my baniſhment 40 lo bchold. 
The light whereof doth wakethce to ler fall 
Thcle words, How far is Ovid from us all ? 
I thank vour love, bur *ris my verſc which ſhews 
My lively picture, therefore it peruſe . 
My verie which ines the changed ſhapes of men, 
W hich by my fight was left unperfe& then, 
Depaitins, theſe I with my hand ar laſt 
Into the fire with cther riches caſt. 
As Theſttas in the Brand her ſon did ſmorher. 
Being a bcrrer hiſter then a mother. 
So 1 did caft rhoſe books into the flame, 
Which by my fault had merircd no blame. 
Hatng my Mule, which did my fault enclide, 
Or elſe becauſe 'my verſe ſeem'd lame and rude. 
Brit fince T could nor fo deſtroy them quite, 
Burt thar ſome coppics yer are come ro light, 
Now may they live, and fill delightful bee, 
Unto th: Reader pur in m:nde of mee, 
Yer they with paricnce can be read of none , 
That to the v. orld arc uncorrected ſhown, 


Snarch'd from the forge before they could be fram d » 


Ic prive of my laſt life-giving hand, 
Fo: praiſe I pardon c: ave, ir (hall ſuſFce 
it Reader thou do not my Verſe deſpiſe, 
Yerin the fropt theks verſes placed b:, 


Lib, 


If with thy liking it atleaſt agrece 


Who meets this Or phan Volume poore in worths 


VWirhin yoar City hatborage aftocd. 

To win more favour, not by him ſer forth, 
But caviſh'd from the tuncral of his Lord, 
This therefore which preſents its own defect , 
Ar pleaiurc with a friendly hand conc, 


E LEGIE VIL 
To his tunconſtant friend, whoſe noe. 
He findes doth now wunconſtant prot 
And [the a Glow-worme ſtems ine 
But yie! ds no heat in hardeſt time, 


Et Rivers noiw flow back unto their Spring , 


And let the Sun from Weſt his coure begin : 


"The carth ſhall now with ſhining lars be fill'd, 
The sk;es unto the furtowing plough ſhall veldd. 
. = water ſhall ſend forth a ſmoak' ing flame, 
2 fic ſhall yicld for ch water back again, 

- 1 things (hall go againit old natures torce » 

An4 no part of the world ſhall keep his coule, 
Vi1is L pcclag e becaule 1 am deeciy'd 

: h'm, vholelove moſt fairhful I beleey'd. 

What macc thy hellow thoughts {> ſoon reject mez 
\ nar did '& thou fear when fortune did aittiict race. 
| hat thou would ſt never comfort mee at all , 

Oc m-4aun at my livinz Fanzral, 

Thar name of friendſhip which ſhould holy be , 

ls no: cteem'd oz reckon 'd of by rhee. 

\Vhat 24 ir bcen to have ſeen a main'd friend, 
Ang with the reſt foine words of comfore lend > 
An4 it ro texrsfor me thou couldſt have ſhid , 
\Wirh tained vitry mightft have ſomething ſed, 


Tho. might have done as ſome who 1 nere knew » 


And in th: common yoyce have bil adiew :; 


C 3 


Triſiiam o 
And laſtly, while thou mighteſt rake the pain 
To ſee my face ne're to bee ſeen again , 


And mighr'ſt have then (which ne're (hall more befall) 


Give and receive a farewel laſt of all. 


Which others did whom no ſtrickt league did binde , 


And made their rears the witnels of their minde, 
For were net we in loye jeyn'd cach to orher , 
By length of time and living borh rogether ? 
My buſineſs and my ſports were known to thee , 
And fo were thy affairs well known tro mee. 
Did not 1 know thee well at Rome of late , 
Whom 1 for mirth-ſake did aflociare ? 
Acc theſe things yaniſht into empty winde , 
Drown'd in the Lethe of a faithlefys minde ? 
I do not think that thou werr born at Rome » 
( Whirher alas I never more ſhall come ) 
But on ſome Rock here in the Pontich land , 
Or Scythian Mountains that ſo wildly ſtand , 
And veins of fliat axe cycry where diſperſt . 
In ſlender branches through thy Iron breſt. 
And ſure thy Nurſe ſome cruel Tigar was , 
Who gaverhee ſuck as (hee along did pals : 
Elſe thou hadſt made my erict by application 
Thy own, nor, woaldſt rhou nced this accuſation, 
Bur ſince reencreaſe the burthen of my grict » 
My firſt of miſeries found ſuch poor relief , 
Repair this breach of love. that in the end 
Thy now complain'd of love I may commend. 


E LEGIE VIII, 
H' ſhews his friend that vulgar love , 
Ts fortuxes ſhadow, and doth move 
wthit ; then does congratulate 
His worth deſe/ving better fate. 


Aiſt thou live happy cven rill thon dye , 
Who readſitthis work here with a friendly eye., 
And 
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Lib, 1. 


And may my prayers unto the Gods nor fail 

For thee, which for my ſelf did ne're preyail. 
While thou arr forrunate thou ſhalt have friends , 
Bur in adverfhiry their friendſhip ends. 

Thou ſce*{t how Doves to new-built houſes come 
While as whe ruin'd Tower all birds do ſhun. 
The empry Barns no vermine eyer haunt, 

And no friend comes to him that is in want. 
While the Sun ſhines, our ſhadows then will ſtay, 
Bur when o're-caſts it vaniſhes away. 

So do the people follow fortunes light , 

Which clouded once, they vaniſh our of ſight. 
Bur may thele truths ro thee moſt Falle ſtill ſeem, 
Which by my ill chance have confirmed been, 

A grear reſort of friends unto me came , 

While I kept up my well-known houſe and name, 
Bur when it fell, my ruine they did ſhun, 

And all at once to fly from mee begun. 

Nor do | wonder if rhey thunder fear , 

Thar blaſterh eyery thing it cometh nere : 

Yer a {ricnd conſtant in adverſity , 

Ceſar approves even in his enemy. 

Nor is he wont to be diſpleas'd to ſee, 

Thoſe that have lov'd once, ſtill friends ſhould bee. 
Even Tr04s when thar he Oreſtes knew, 

Did praiſe that love which Pilades did ſhew. 

And that Patroctus was Achilles friend , 

Though in his foe brave Aefor doth commend. 
When Theſes went down with his friend ro Hell, 
Plu!0 was griev'd to ſee them love lo well, 

And Turns did with tears commilerare , 
Ewrialus and Niſis diſmal fare. 

Friendſhip is in anenemy approy'd; 

Yet how few with theſe words of mine are moy'd > 
For ſuch my ſtare of fortune now appears , 

1 ought to keep no meaſure in my rears, 
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T1:ſtium. 
Yet though my own times are unfertunate , 

They are made more clear eyecn by thy betrer fare. 
I ſaw dcar friend, that this ro thee would come , 
When a lec{s winde did drive thy ſhipalong. 

If ſporlefilc life delerve ro be cfteem'd, 

No man deſerveth more to be eftcem'd 

If liberal Arts can any man advance , ; 
Tho: mak'it each cauſe good by thy claquence » F 
And moy'd herewith I did to thee preſage, 

A glorious SCenc upon the v orldiy ſtage , 

Net thunder told me this, nor yet the fight 

Of (heeps entrails, nor birds voyce or flight, 
R-aſon did mee this augury aftord , 

When as | ſaw thy minde with vertue ſtor'd, 
Andnow do grarulare this my divination, 

In thar thy vertues have ſuch publicaticn, 
Would 1 had kept in darknefle out of fighr 

My Ftudics, which I wiſh had n&re known lighr : 
For as thy tame trom cloquence doth grow z : 
So (rom wv verſe, my ruine firſt did flow. 

Thou know it my lite, and how I did abſtain 
Trom thoſe ſame Arts of Love which 1did frame, 
Thou know?*!? | writ it in my younger daics, 

ln j:ſting manner, nor to merit praiſe, 

Though I darc nothing urge in my defence , 
1 think 1 may excule my late offence, : 
Excuſe me then, nor &rc torſaks thv friend, 
Bur as thou haſt begun, lo alſo cnd. 
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Oyi4 herc bis ſhip oth Pratſe, b 
That cained him throneh many Seas. L 


I ik Atmerva doth my ſhip maintain , 


Which of her painted Helmet bears the name. 
ror 
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For with the leaſt winde ſhe will nimbly ſail, 
And go with Oarcs when as the winde doth fail, 


She will 0.t-ſail her company out-right, 


And fetch up any ſhip rhar is in ſight. 


She can endure the waves which on her vears 


Yet will ſhe never open any leakc. 
I boardcd her in the Corinthian bay 
From whence ſhe ftourly brought me on my way, 
By Pallas help, by whom ſhe was prorected , 
Through many dangerous ſcas ſhe was direRed. 
And may ſhe now cut through the Porch ftrand 5 
And bring me ſafclyto the Getich Land 

Who when that ſhe had carryed me ar laſt, 
Throagh the I9nzan Seas, when we had paſt 
Along thoſe coaſts, we ſtood to the left hands 

And ſo wc tame unto the I,mbrian Land, 

Then with a gentle windc ſhe failed on » 

And touch'd at Samgs as ſh: went along. 

Upon the other fidethere ftands a Word , 

Thus farre my ſhip did bring me through rhe Bood. 
TF:ough the Biſtonians fields on foor 1 went, 
And th.n tom He/leſpent her courle ſhe bear. 

I Oz T0 D:7dania (ic her courſe intended 5 

Anu 1.7mrſace which Priapyus defended, 

So rot'ie walls of Cxicon the cams 5 

Which the Meamian people Erit did frame. 

Thiacc to Conſtantino'te vas her ways 

Whercas two Seas do mect within one bav. 

Now may my other ſhip with a ſtrong, gale , 

Pals Ly the moving L f!cs; while ſhe doth {ail 

By the Thinn'an bar, while hcr couiic doth fall 3 
To come hard by Anchia}s high wall. 

Then to Meſjembiio, Ozflon, and the Tower , 
Which is defcnded by God Rucchus POUWEL 2 

And to Mrg ra which did firſt receive 

Alcuhous, who did his Canntry Icavee 


Triflium, 


Soto Miletis which 1s the place afſign'd , 
To which by Ce[#rs wrath I am confin'd, 
Where for an offering of a greater price, 
A Lambe to Pallas I will ſacrifice, 

And you two Broxhers that are ſtellif'd , e] 
I pray that you my ſhip may gently guide. 

One ſhip ro Cyaxearn Tiles is bound , 

The other goes to the Biffonian ground, 

And therefore grant the winde may fitly ſtand , 

Tobring them ſafely to a diverſe land, 


ELEGIE SN. 


Hato the Reader here he ſhowes, 

That bs this firſt Book did compoſe 

In his journey, and ſo doth crave * 
His pardon, if ſome faults it have. ; 


Ach letter rhat thou readeſRt in this Book , 
4 1 did indite, while I my journey took, 

And while I wrir the Sea did mce enfold, 

While I did tremble with December's cold. 

Or when having paſt the Iſthz2us through the main , 
We were enforced totake ſhip again. 

I think it did amaze the Cyclades , 

To ſee mee writing verſes on the Seas. 

I wonder toe) that I with ſtormes of minde, 
And waves oppreſt, could ſuch invcmion finde, 

For if that Poetry be nam'd a madneſs, 

Yer it did eaſe my minde in mid'ft of ſadneſs. 

Now by the ſtormy kids our ſhip was bearen , 

Then Sterspe did make the ſcas ro threaten, 
Artephylax did cloud the day again , 

And Southern windes did bring down ſhowers of rain. 
The Sea leak'd in a pace, yer then I drew , 

Wirh rrembling hand theſe verles here in vic, 


And * 
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And now the winds did whiſtle in the ſhrowds z 
The waves did ſeem re riſe up tothe clouds. 
The Pilor lifting up his hands and heart 
: Beſought, the Gods for help, and lefr his Arr : 
Where e're I look, deaths ſhape behold I may , 
Which makerh mce at once; ro fear, and pray, 
The Havens fight would bur encreaſe my fears , 
The Land more feartul then the Sea appears. 
The fear of cruel. men my thoughts dorh trouble , 
The ſword, and ſeas, do make my fears ſcem double, 
For that would fain deprive mee of my breath , 
And this would have the glory of my death. 
On the left hand « barbarous Nation ſteed , 
Who do delight in ſlaughter, warre, and bled : 
And while the wavcs do give the ſeano reſt, 
The ſea is not more troubled rhan my breaſt. 
So that the Reader ought to pardon theſe 
Few lines of mine, if that rhey do nor pleaſe. 
| writ themnor within my garden Arbour , 
Or while my bed my weary limbs did harbour, 
But onour ſhip rhe angry waves did bear, 
And the blew warer did my paper wer. 
Winter grew angry for to [ce me write » 
V Vhile he in threatning ſtormes did ſhew his mi ohe, 
I yield ro him, and may his ſtormy weather , 
Here with my vcrle be ended bor! rcgerher, 


. 
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unto Czlar be excuſes 

Himſe'f, and condemns his Mu es 
And many Poets doth recite, 

Tho in their times did looſely write , 
Yet in that age were ntver ſcat , 
Though like in fault, to baniſhment. 


V Hat haye I to do with you my unhappy book? 


On whom as on my ruine 1 muſt look, 
Way do returne unto my Mule again, 
ISgt not enough on2 puniſhment to obtain, 
It was my verſe that firſt did overthrow mce , 
And md: both men, and women with to know me, 
It was my verſe did make great Ceſar dem , | 
My life to be ſuch, as my verſc did iecm. 
AwonzR my chicfeft faults I muſt :chearle , 
My love of ſtudy, and my looſer verſe, 
In which while [ my {ruiclefs labour ſpznt , 
I gained norhing bur {ad banithment, 
Thoſe learncd Siſters I (hoald therefoze hace , 
Who their adorers {ti]1] do ruinatc. 
Yer ſuch my madneſle js, rhar foily arms mce , 
To ſtrike my foot againſt tha: one that harmes mee - 
Even as ſome beaten Fencer aſcer trics _ 
To re-gain honour, by a i:cond Prize, 
Or as ſome rorne ſhip thar ne v1ly came 
To ſhore, yer afrer ſtands to ſea ag in. 
Perhaps as Telcpbys was he1led by a Lwocd) 
So that which hurt me ſhall like help attord. 
And that my verfe his may'd wrath may app-aſes 
$S1NCC yerl:s have great DOWEel the Gods to plc ale, 
Cefay hat') bidden each Italian Dam v 
'To fing ſom: verſes to orear Opii name ; 
Ang 
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And unto Phebus when he ſer forth plaics , 
To him once ſecn within an age of daies. 
So may my verſe great Ceſars now obtain, 
By examples ro appeale thy wrath again, 
Juſt is thy wrath, which 1 will ne':e deny , 
Such ſhameful words, t1om my mouth do not flyc - 
And this oftence makes mee for pardon crie , 
Since taulrs are objects of thy clemencie. 

Tove would be ſoon difarmi'd, if he ſhould ſend , 

His thunder-bolts as oft as men offtcnd, 

Now though his thunders make the world rofear, 

Ic breaks the clouds, and makes the aire more clear z 
Whom rhere fore tather of thc Gods we name , 
Than 7ovr, none greater doth rhe world contain, 
Thou Pater Pat7iz roo art call'd, then be, 

Like to thoſe Gods in name and c\cmencie. 

And fo thou art, for no more medcerate hand , 

Could hold the reines of Empire and command, 
Thy encmie once overcome in held 

'Thou pardon'ſt, which he victor would not yeild. 
And ſoc thou did'ft with honours dienihe 

T hat have attempted 'gainſt thy wajeſtie. 

Thy warres on ene day did begin and ceaſe y 

While both fides brought their ofterings unto peace 5 
That as the ViEor inthe vanquiſht Foe, 

The vanquiſht in the viftor gloried ſo. 

My caicis berrer fince Inc're did joyne, 

With thole who did in arws *gainfſt thee combine, 
By Sea, by Earth, and Stygian Geds I) wear , 

And by thy ſelf w hoſe Godslike poor i tear, 

My thoughts, though wanting me 2ns to be expreſtz 

As fairhful were, as thoſe who mot proteR. 

For 7 did joine my frequent prayers with them 

Thar rhou might here long wear thy Diadem. 

And for thy laf:ry made a poor expence, 

To pleaſe the Gods with oftered Frankinſence , 


Beſides , 


Triſtium, 
Beſides, thoſe faulty books of mine contain » 

In many places thy moſt lacred name, 

And if thou would'ſt that worke of mine peruſe. 
Of changed ſhapes, ſnarcht from my baniſht Mule : 
In it thy name ſtill mcntion'd thou ſhalt fhinde, 
And many things which ſhew my humble minds, 
For though my hapleſs Mule cannot aſpire , 

To raiſe thy fame and gloric any higher ; 

Fove's pleas'd when we his glorious afts rehearſe, 
And make him bee the ſubje& of our verlee 

And when we do the Giants warres rccite , 

In his own praiſcs he doth ſure delight. 

Others may cclebrare thy facred name , 

And ling thy praiſes in a fluent veine. 

Though we an hundred Bulls do ſacrifice , 

The Gods the inaalleſt gifts do nor deſpiſe. 

Bur oh 1 more cruel then a foe was he, 

Who firſt did (hew my wanton lines to thee. 

Leſt that my verſcs which thy fame do ſpread, 
Might ſo with equal favour now be read, 

Yer thou being angry, who durſt love profeſs , 
For I did hate my ſelf in my diſtreſs, 

As in ſome falling honſe the heavy weight , 

The ficſt declining poſtes opprefles ſtreighr, 

So when that fortune 2n care dorh rend , 
Allthings by their own weight to ruine rcnd, 
The people likewiſe hate me for my books, 

And ſo compoſe themſelves unto thy looks, 

Yer | remember in my younger daics , 

My life and manners thou didſt often praiſe, 
For though unthriving honeſty obrain 

No honour, yer no crime did ſoile my tame. 

The Defendants caule ſomerimes in hand I rook , 
On which the hundred Senarors ſhould, look, 

And when I privartc matters did compound , 
Each ſide the juſtice of my ſentence found, 


And 


Lib. To 
And if arlaſt I had nor thus offended, 

I know thou haſt me formerly commended. 
This laſt deſtroyes me, ſinks my ſhip below 
The waves, which often did in ſafety go. 
Nor did ſome ſmall and little wave diſtreſs mee, 
Bur a whole Occan did at once _— meo, 
Alaſs, why have my eyes thus hapleſs been , 
To give me knowledge of a privatc fans 
Aftem did Diana naked ſpie , 
And yer for this he by his «LY did die. 
Though fortune did offend in this, not hes 
Yer errours *gainſt the Gods muſt puniſhr be. 
Even ſo that day that errour me berray'd , 
A ſmall, but not ignoble houſe decay'd. 

Yer ſuch as from anriquity hath ſhown, 
Armes that have been inferiour unto none. 

Not Wealthy, nor yet &'re with want diſgrac'd, 
Bur with the houſes of the Gentry plactd, 

And if my houſe had borne an humble name, 

It had been famous by my fluent veine, 

Which though I us'd more lightly then became , 

Yer all rhe world bearerh up my name, 

The learncd roo have Naſo known, nor fear 

To place him with thoſe that renowned were. 

Yer no this houſe which by my Muſe was rais'd » 

Is by one faulr of mine again dilgrac'd. 

Yer fallen fo as ir it ſelf may rear, 

If Ceſar”'s wrath would once more milde appear. 

Whoſe mercie in my ſentence was expreſt » 

Farre ſhort of that my fear did firſt luggeſt, 

Whoſe anger reachrt nor to this life of ours, 

Bur with great mildneſs us'd thy Princely powers; 

And thou my forfeit goods to mee did'ſt give » 

And with my life did'ſt grant me means to lives 

Nor by the Senates ſentence was I ſent,  * 

Or private judgement into baniſhmenc, 

Bur 


Triſttum, 
Bur didſt thy ſelf pronounce thoſe heavyie words , 
Whoſe exccurion full revenge allords, 

Beſides, rhy Edi forcing my exile , 

Did with greac fayour my late fault enſtile. 
Whereby I am nor baniſhr bur confinde , 

And miſery is in gentle words aftign'd. 

For there's no puniſhment theugh ne're ſo ſtrict , 
Can more than thy diſpleaſure me afflicts 

Yer ſomerim:s angry Gods appeaſcd are, 

And when the Clouds are gone, the day is fair. 

I have ſcen the Exlm loaden with Vincs again, 
Thar had before been ſtrucken by Joves flame ? 
Therefore Ile hope, ſince thou canſt nor deny 
To grant me rhis cycn in my miſery. 

Thy mercy makes me hope, till 1 retie&t 

Upon my fault, which doth all hope reject : 

And as the rage of Seas by winds incens'd, 

Is not with equal fury ftill commenc'd : 

But that {ſometimes a quict calm ir hath, 

And ſeemsto have laid by his former wrath : 
Even fo my various thoughrs do male me tare, 
Now calm'd by hopesthen troubled with deſpair. 
By choſe ſame Gods that crant rhee long to reign, 
That chou maiſttill mointain the Romance name. 
And by thy Count: ic happic in thy fatc, 

Where 1 a ſubje& were cf rhine of late. 

May fo the City render thee duc love, 

For thy preat as which do thy minde approve, 
So may thy Liza live hete many years, 

Who only worthie of thy love appeats. 

Whom nature kept for thee, elie there had been , 
None worthie to have been thy Royal Q'ccn, 
So may thy Son grow up, and with his father, 
Rule this ſam: Empire happily togerher. 

And by his a&s and thins, whic' time can't hide, 


May both your off ſprings ſo bee Qclli&'d, 


Rs 


6 


0 T7 an 7 
4 Fee 214 Fog '* 


Lib. 2. 


May viRory ſaaccuſtom'd to thy Tent , 
Come to his colours, and her ſelf preſent, 
And fize about him with diſplayed wings , 
While ſhe a Laurel wreath to crown him brings. 
To whom thou doſt thy warres command refipn, 
And giveſt him that fortune that was thine, 
While thou thy ſelf at home in peace doſt reigne » 
Thy other ſelf doth forraign Warres maintain, 
May hereturn a victor ore his foe, 

And on his plumed horſe in tryumph go. 

Oh ſpare me therefore ! and do now lay by 
Thy Thunder, which hath bred my milery. 
Spare me thou Pater Patrie, let that name 
Give me ſome hope, to pleaſe thee once again, 
I ſuc nor to avcil why banifſhment, 

Though unto greater futes the Gods aſſent, 

For if rhou wouldſt ſome milder place aſſign 
Of exile, ir would caſe this grief of mine, 


| For here I ſuffer even the worſt of wocs, 


While 1 do live amongſt the barbarous foes. 
Being ſent unto Danubius ſeycn-fold ſtream, 
Whereas Califtho drives her trozen Team. 

And while the ſilver waves do gently ſlide , 

The Colchians from rhe Getes can | Fo divide, 
And theugh for greater faulcs ſome are proſcrib'd, 
Yer none in farther baniſhment abide, 

Beyond this, nought bur cold and fecs remain, 
And ſeas that are bound with an Icye Chain. 
Parr of the Euxine ſea which Rome commands 
Runs here, and then below Sarmatzia ſtands, 
Here doth the ſpreading Romane Empire end , 
Whoſe urmoſt bounds do hither ſcarce exrend. 
This makes me pray to be remoyed hence, 

A peaceful exile granting my offence, 


+ Nor with thoſe people may a caprive bidey 


Who once eprag'd the Iſer can't divides 
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T11ſttum. 
Beſides, a free-born Romane cannot be A 
By forraigne hands held in capriviry. 
Though rwo faults, verſe, and errour me oppreſt , 
The latter ſhall in filence be ſuppreſt, 
1 am unworthy to renew thy wound , 
O Ceſar, by which I the ſmart have found. 
Bur of my faulr they urge a ſecond part , 
In that 1 taughr Loves wanton idle Arr. 
1 ſee rhar humane as the Gods deceive, 
My faulr is nor ſuch as thou doſt believe, 
For as great ove that heaven beholding firs , 
No leiſure unto ſmall affairs admirs, 
So when this under Orbe rhou doſt &'re-look , 
Thy royal rhoughts not meaner cares do brook. 
As that thou ſhouldſt (my leige) haveſo much leifure , 
To read my verſe,fram'd with unequal meaſure. 
It ſeems the weight of the Romane name does lye » 
Not on thy ſhoulders very heavily, 
Thar rhou wouldſt deigne to marke rhole idle lines ; 
And view whart I had writ at idlertimes, 
Now rhou rebelling Hungary doſt rame 5 
While as the Thractans menace arms again. 
The Armenians ſ{ccking peace the Parthian ſhows; 
His ſpreading colours, and do bend their bows. 
Germany feels thy valour in thy Sonne, 
While Ceſars focs, young Ce/ar doth o're-come, 
And laſtly, through thy Empires large exrention, 
No part doth fall away through thy prevention. 
The Ciry and the Laws thou doſt defend , 
And by example doſt thy ſubjeRs mend. 
Nor with thy people doſt thou live ateaſe » 
When by thy warres thou ſerteſt them in peace. 
*Moneft ſuch affairs I wonder thou hadſt rime 
For to peruſe thoſe Idle jeſts of mine. 
Or if rhou readſt them with a quiet thought , 
1 wiſh that in my art thou had read no fault, 
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ie was not for ſeyerer judgements writs 

And forrhy princely view it was unhr. 

Yer ſuch as dorh nor *gainſt thy lawsoffend, 
Or wanton rules to marryed Wives commend, 
And leaft thou doubt ro whom they written were , 
[n one book of the three theſe verſes are. 
Away all you whoſe fillets binde your hair : 
And you chat ankle-rouching garments weare : 


| The lawful ſcapes of loye we here rehearſe 


That {o there may be no fault in my verſe. 


{ Whar though we baniſh from this Art all ſuch 


As the robe and filler bids us not rorouch. 


| Yer may the Marron ule anorher arr 
* And draw from thence whar 1 did ne'r imparr. 
| Lerthe Martron then not read, for ſhe may tinde , 
| Marrer in all verſe ro corrupt her minde. 
| Whar ere ſhe rouches, ſhe thar delights in il1 
| Of vices knowledge ſho may learne the $kill. 


Ler hier rhe Annales rake (though moft ſeyerc) 
The faulr of 1/z4 will chereby appear, 

And in the Zneads read as in the other, 

How wanton Venus was Aneas mother. 

And I will ſhew beneath in every kinde, 

Thar there's no yerſe bur may corrupt the minde, 
Yer every book is not for rhis'to blame, 

Since nothing profirs bur may hurt again. 

Than fire whar betrer, yer he rhar dorh defire 


{ To burne a houſe, doth arme himſelf wirh fire, 


Health-giving phyfick, healch doch oft empaire , 
Some hearbs are wholeſome, and ſome poyſon are. 
The thief and traveller ſwords wear, rorh' end , 
Th'one may aſſault, the 2rher may defend. 
Though eloquence ſhould plead che honeſt cauſe , 
It may defenf{ che guilty by che laws. 

So if my verſe be read with a good minde 

Thou ſhale beſurein it no hurc to finde . 

D z 


Triftium, 
He therefore errcs who led by ſelf-concett » 
Dorh miſ-interprer whatſoever I write. 


Why are there Cloiſters > wherein Maids do walk 3 


That with their Lovers they may mect and valk. 
The Temple though moſt ſacred ler her ſhuns 
That with an evil minde doth thither come, 
For ire Joves temple her thoughts will ſuggeſt 
How many Maids by 7ove have been opprelt : 
And think in 7«ns temples when ſhees praying » 
How «no injurd was by Joves oft ſtraying 3 
And Pallzs icen, (he thinks ſome faulty birth , 
Made her to hide Er: hn born of carrh : 
If (he come to Marſes temple, o're the gates 
There ftanderh Fenus with her cunning matce 
In Tfſts remple, ſhe revolveth how, 
Poor Io was tranSform'd into a Cow. 
And ſomething then her wagdring fancy moves » 
Torhink of Venus and Anchiſes loves. 
Faſus and Ceres next her rhoughus encite , 
And pale End:miou the Moons favourite * 
For though thele ſtatues were for prayer aſſien'd, 
Yer every thing corrupis an eyil minde , 
And my firſt leaf bids them nor to read that Art, 
Which I re Hatlors cnly did impart, 
And ſimce in maidens jt is thoughe a crime , 
For to prels farther than the Pricſts aſſign : 
Is ſhenor faulty then,whonor forbears 
To read my verſes, prohibircd chaſte carcs 2 
Matrons to view thole piftures are content , 
Which various ſhapcs of vcnery preſent ? 
And Veſtal Virgins do p:ruſe the ſame, 
For which the Author doth receive no blame. 
Yer why did I that wanton yein approve ? 
\Why doth iny Book perſwade them unto loye 3 
It was my fault which I do here confels, 
My wit agd judgemerg did rheicin tranſgrefsg 
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Lib. 3. 
Why did nor I of Troyes ſad ruinetell , 


(Thar vexed theme) which by the Gr #c:ans tcll, 
Or Thebes ſeaven gates which ſeverally kepr , 


| VVhere by mutual wounds thoſe brethers dy'd and ſlept, 


An ample ſubjz& wa:like Rome afforded, 
Whole a&s I might have piouſly r:corded, 


| And rhough great Ceſars decds abroad are known , 


Yet by my verſc ſom: part 1 might have ſho4n ; 


| For as the Suns bright raycs do dra: the fight, 
| So might thy ats my will:ng Muſe incite, 


Yer 'twas no faulc to plough a lire ficld 

Knowing thar theme doth fertile matter yeild. 

For though the Cock-boar through the Lake do row, 
She dar2 nor venture unto (ea to £0. 


| This L did fcar, forrhough my lighter vcin, 
$ To frame ſome {lendermicaſures can attain 
F Yet had | rook to write the Gyanis war , 


That work for me had been too heavy tar, 


| Thoſe happy wits of Ceſars a&ts may cel], 


Whoſe high ſtrain'd lines his atscan parallel, 
And though I once are<mpred ſuch an act , 
{e tho.:oh arſe did f | ith det: 
ce tho.oht my verie did fiom ty wor det: act. 
Then to my Yout'tul Layes 1 went again » 


| And writ of loye, undcr a fain.d name, 
The fates did draiv me gain my own incent 1 


By writing to obrain a baniſhmerr. 
Why learnt I by my parents care,or wity 


Did remptinrg books detain my buiie cye 7 


F or chis thou har'({l me; ſince thou dolt diftrlt » 

I taught by arc how to ſolicite luſt. 

When | ro wives nothetr of love did they > 

How could I reach what I did never know - 

For though fome ſmooth loft verſes 1 did frame | 
No ill report coutd ever wound my tame. 

Nor can {ome husband ofthe vulgar ran. , 

to: b:ing mad; a doubrfal faiti-r, than: 


D 3 My 


Triſtium, 
My verſe, by which my thoughts are not expreſt, 
My life is modeſt,though my mule love jeſt. 
Behides, my works are FiQtions, and do crave 
Some liberty, which their Aurhour may not have. 
Nor do books ſhew the minde, whoſe chief intenrion, 
Is ro delight the ear with new inventions 
Should Accs cruel be, Terexce delight 
In bankets,and all warriours who do write 
Ot warres, and laſtly ſome have love-layes fram'd, 
Who though like faulty, yer are not like blam'd, 
Whar did the harping old man reach in ryme. 
zut ro ſteepe Venus in the hear of Wine ? 
And Safiho doth inftrut maids how to love, 
Yer he nor Sappho no man dorh reprove. 
Who blames Batt:ades thar abus'd his leiſure? 
In wanton verſe te ſer forth his own pleaſure. : 
AMenanders pleaſant merry tales of love , 
The harmlcfle thoughts of virgins do approve, 
Whar do the 1!{;ads ſhew, bur warres {ad ſhape, 
In the regaining an adulrerous rape- 
And how Achilles Cryſes love enflam'd, 
And how the Grectans Heller back regain'd, 
Thc 04ſſes (ew how in a wooing ftrifc, 
Thoſe ſurors vainly ſought #lyſſes wite. 
And Homer tells how .R12rs and Pens ty 'd 
In clolc embraces, by the Gods were ſpy'd. 
Whom but from Homer could we ever know. 
How two fair Ladies lov'd a ſtranger fo > 
The tragedies in ſtate!:nefle excel , 
Yer thoſe of loves aftairs do ofren tell 
Hyppolitzs was loved of his mother, 
Ard fair Canace did affe& her brother 
When \Venclaus Heller bore away, 
Cupid did drive the charior on that day. 
V'Vhen in the Childrens bleod the morher dyes 
The ſword, this at from frantick love 6: riſe, 


Love 


ad Ad ALI IPZP PZ 


0 Lib + 2o 


Love to a Lapwing chang'd the Thraczan King, 
And firted Progne with a Swallows winge 
And *rwas a brothers love that did affright , 
The Sun, and made him for ro hide his light. 
Never ſhould Scylla on the ſtage appear. 

Iv Bur that love made her clip her fathers hair, 
And who ſo reads Oreſtes francick fears, 
Of murthered Pyrrhas and XEgiſibus hcares. 

| Whar name I him did the Chimera tame ? 

d, Whoſe treacheous hoſteſs ſought his life in vain, 
What of Hezmone or the Arcadian Maid, 
Ph&be whoſe courſe the Latmzax loyer aid, 

Or whar of Danae, by ove a mother grown, 
And Hercules got, in rwo nights joyn'd in one. 
To theſe adde Yole, Pyrrbus and that Boy, 
Sweet Hylas, with Paris, fire-brand unto Trey. 
And ſhould I here recite loves rragick flames z 
My book would ſcarce contain their very names. 

Thus tragedies ro wanton laughter hat þ 
And many ſhameful words in them they blend. 
Some blameleſs haye Achilles a&s defac'd, 

And by ſoft meaſures have his deeds diſgrac'd. 
Though Arifttdes hisown faults compil'd, 

Yer Ariſiides was not ſtraight exil'd, 

Eubius did write an impure hiſtory, 

And does deſcribe unwholeſome vencry. 

Nor he thar Sybariz luxuries compoled , 

Nor he that his own finful a&s diſcloſed, 

Theſe in rhe libraries by ſome bo:1ncteous hand , 
To publick uſc do there deyored ſtand. 

By ſtrange!s pens | need nor leck defence, 

Our own bookes with ſuch liberry diſpence. 

For though grave Ennus of wars rumults writ, 
Whoſe artleſs works do ſhew an able wir, 

The cauſe of fire Lucretius doth explain, 

And ſhews how three cauſes did rhis world frame. 

D 4 ___ Wanton 


Loye 


Triftium . 
Wanton Catwl/us yer his Muſe did raske, 


Under the name of Lesbia,and ſo ſtrove 
In verſe to publiſh his own wanton love, 
And with like licence Calvys roo aſlaies, 
For to ſer forth his pleaſure divers waies. 
Why ſhould I mention Memnons wanton vein? 
Who to each filthy a doth give a name. 
And Cinna ſtriving by his verſe to pleaſe 
Cor8'ficus, may well be rank'd with theſe, 
And he that did commend to afrer fame, 
His love diſguiſed by Meref{nus name. 
And he that ſailed for the flecce of gold , 
His lecrer thefts of love doth oft unfold, 
wry, je roo, and Servizs writ as bad, 
Who'd think my fault ſo great examples had ? 
Sienna Ariſtides works tranflares, 
And oft in wanton jeſts cxpariates. 
For praiſing Lycor7s, none doth Gallus lame, 
If that his rongue in wine he could contain. 
Tibullus wiites that womens oarthes are winde, 


Who can with outward ſhews their hiisbands blinde, 


Teaching rhem how their keepers to beguile , 
While he himſelf is couſen'd by that wile, 


i hart he would rake occaſion for ro try 


Her ring, that he might rouch her hand thereby. 


By privat* tokens he would talk ſometime, 
And on the table draw a wanton hone : 


Teaching what oyles that blewnetlc ſhall expe], 
Which by much kifling on rheir lips doth dwell, 


And unto husbands do ſtrickrt rules commend , 
if rhey be honeſt, wives will not offcnd . 


And hen the dog doth barke, to know before, 


That *tis rheir Lover rhar ſtands at the door. 
And many nates of Love-thefts he doth leave. 


To —_ his Miſtrefle, whom he then did maske 


And tcacheth wives their husbands to deceive, 


— — 
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Lib. 2: 


Yet is Tib#ut}1s read and famous grown , 


And vnto thee grear Ceſar he was known, 
And though Propertins did like precepts give z 
Yer his clear fame doth ſtill unſtained live. 
To theſe did I ſucceed, for I'le ſupprefie 
Their names who livesiand faulty are no leſle. 
I fear'd nor where ſo many ſhips had paſt, 
That my poor bark ſhould ſhipwrakr be ar laſt. 
For ſome do ſhew the Arr to ay at diccy 
Which was in former times eſteent'd a vice. 
And how to make the dice ſtill higher runne » 
Ando the little loofing Ace to ſhunne. 
Or how to caſt and ſtrike a Dye again. 
To run that chance which any one ſhall name. 
And hew ar Drafts a crowned King to make, 
And play your man where none the ſame can take. 
To know ro chaſe, and to retire, and thcn 
In flying how to back your man again . 
And ſore the game of three-ſones likewiſe ſhow, 
Where he &ocs win that brings them on a row, 
Others in ſundry games like pains do take , 
\Whetrcin we loſe our rime to win a ſtake, 
And lome of Tennis-play do alſo fing, 
And do inſtru us how by art ro ſwim. 
Here one the ſecrers of face-drugs diſcloſes, 
Another lav s of crowned feaſts comvoſes. 
And the beſt day he likewiſe doch afſien. 
And what Cups do become the ſparkling wines 
And in December merry rymesareſung , 
By which the Winter dath ſuftain no wrong, 
$0 | ro write ſome merry verſes meanr, 
Whieh ſtraight were puniſhr with ſad bagi{)ment, 
Of all theſe former writers there was none. 
Whoſe Muſe did ruine him, but I alene, 
If I had jefted in ſome Mimmick vein, 
Which wanton Scenes of loye doth Qil! contain, 


In 


Triſtium, 
In which the Lover does come forth to wooe, 

And wanton wivcs do cheat their husbands roo : 
Yer theſe, Maids, Matrons, and old men delight , 
And *fore the Senate acted are by night. 

Whoſe wanton language doth the car prophane. 
Making looſe offers at rhole aRs of ſhame: 

When husbands are beguiPd by pretty waics » 
They applaud the Poet, and do give him bayes, 

Hz gains by b:ing, puniſh'd for his crimes, 

And makes th<= Preter pay more for his lines. 
And when (great C#/ar ) thou doſt ſer forth playes, 
The Poer's pay'd, that did the plor firſt raiſe. 

Which thou beholdeſt, and haſt fer our to view , 
Whereby thou doſt rhy gracious mildneſfle ſhew. 
And with rhole cycs which make the world to fear , : 
Thou faw'ſt the Scenes of love that a&:d were. . 
If Mimmicks may write in a wanton ſtrain, . 
Why ſhoild my verfe ſuch puniſhment obrain 7 

Are they by licence of the ſtage proreed ? 

Which mak:s che Mimmicks bawdy jeſts affeRcd. 
My po=ms roo have made the people riſe, ; 
To help auention with their greedy cycs, 

Thogh in your houſe the lively pi&ures ſtand, 

Of Noblemen drawn by the painters hand. 

Yer have you wanton tables hanging by , 

V Vhich (hew the divers ſhapes of venery. 

Though yo. have Ajax pifure full of ire 

And fierce Meaca with her eyes like fire. 

Yer Venus lecms to dry her moyſtned hair , 

As if from fea the nzwly did repair, 

Ler orhers of warres bloody tumulcs write , 

And of thy ats which learned pens invite. 

Nature hath icantcd me and doth reſtrain, 

To meaner fu>jz&s this my humble vein. 
YerVing!/ whois read with much delight, 


Dorh of the aGts of brave Anzas write, 


5 


And no part is with efcarer favour read , 

Then where he brings him to Queen P24g's bed. 

Yer in his yourh he did commend fair Phz!/rg, 

And ſporrs himlelf in praiſing Amar?llis. 

And thongh 1 formerly in that ſame vein 

Otfkended) yer I now do bear the blame, 

L had writ verles, when before thee 1 , 

Amonegſt rhe ether thorſe-men pafled by, 

And now my age coth cyen bear the blame 

Of rhoſe things which my younger years did fram?, 

My taulry bookes arc now reveng'd ar laſt , 

And I am puniſh'd for a faulr char's paſt. 

Yer all my works are nor ſo light and vain, 

Sometimes I lanch'd :nto rhe deeper main, 

And in ſixe books Fomes holidaies have ſhew'd » 

Where with the Month cach Volume doth conclude. 
And to thy ſacred name did dedicate 

That worke, though lefr unpertctt by my fare. 
Beſides, 1 ſtately Tragedics have writ » 

And with high words the T ragick ſtile did hr : 
3elides,of changed ſhapes my muſedid chant, 
Though they my laſt life-giving hand did want. 
And would thy anger were bur [o appeag'd, 

As that to read my verſe thou wouldſt be pleas'd ; 
My vetlc, where from the infant birth of chings, 
My Mul- her vork unto thy own rime brings. 
Thou ſhouldft behold the ftrengrh of every line, 
Wherein I ſtrive to praiſe both thee and thine, 
Nor are my verſes minglcd lo with gall, 

As that my lines ſhould be Saryrical, 

Amoneſt rhe vulzar people none yct found, 


Themſelves once touch'd, my Mule my iclf doth wound, 


Therefore each generous minde_I do believe, 
Will not re joyce, bur at my ill fare gricve. 

Nor yer will tryamph ore my wretched ſtare, 
Who nee was proud eyen in my verrer fare, 


Triſilum, 


O therefore ler theſe reaſons change thy minde , 
Thar in diſtreſs I may thy favour finds , 

Nor to returnzthough thar perhaps may be , 
When thou in time at laſt ma iſt pardon me. 
Bur I intrear thee to remoye me hence , 

To ſafer exile fircing my offence, 


PPPPPHPPPEHET: GEVYSEPPHIÞDH 


LIB, III. 


The Book doth tothe Reader ſhew , 
That he is loath to come to view ; 
And tels how he was entertain'd 
By /ome,while others him diſdain'd, 


[ Am that Book who fearfully do come , 
Even from a baniſht man to viſit Rome : 
And coming weary from a forraign land , 
Good Reader let me reſt within thy hand, 
Donor thou fear or be aſham'd of me , , 
Since no love verſcs in this paper be, 

My Maſter now by fortune is oppreft 

Ir is no time for him to write in jeſt 

"Though in his vourh he had a wanton vein , 
Yer row he doth condemn that work again, 
Behold ! here's nothing but ſad mourning lincs , 
Sothat my verſe agrecth with his times, 

And thar my ſecond verſe is lame in ſtrenerh , 
Shorr feer do cauſe ir, or the journies 1:nzth., 
Nor are my rough leaves cover'd o're with yellow, 
For I my authors fortune mean to follow, 

And though fome blors my clearer letters ſtain , 
Know that my authors rears did make the ſame, 
If chou my language ſcarccly underſtand , 
Know that he writ me in a barbarous land, 
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Lib. 3. 


Therefore goog Reader reach me where to go, 


Some place of reſt unto a ſtrange book ſhow, 


This having ſaid, with words which grict made ſlow, 


One ready was the way ro me to ſhow. 
I thankt him, and did pray the Gods that he , 
Might like my Maſter never baniſhe be, 
Lead on, and I will follow by thy hand j 
Though 1 amrir'd with paſſing ſea and land, 
He did conſent, and as we wenr,quorh he, 
This is the holy ſtreet which thou doll ſee. 
Here's Veſtaes Temple thar keeps holy fire , 
Here Nama's lofty pallace doth aſpire : 

Here is Evanders gare,and now {yr come 5 
Unto thar place where they firſt 

And then quorth J,rhis is the houſe of ove , 
This oaken crown doth my conjeQure prove, 
He told me it was Ceſars, nay then, quoth I, 
1 ſce great Jove dwels here in Majeſty , 

Yer why doth Bayes upon the gares appear ? 
And thus incircle Ceſars ſtarue here ? 

Is it becauſe his houſe doth merit praiſe 2 

And is beloved of rhe God of Bayes. 

Or doth it now denote a Feſtiyal 2 

In token of that peace he givesto all, 

Or as the Lawrel evermore is green 

So ſtill his houſe moſt flouriſhing hath been, 
Or do thoſe letters on the wreath engrav'd, 
Shew that the City by his power was fav'd. 
Oh Ceſar ! ſave one Citizen at laſt , 

\Who now into the utmoſt world is caſt, 
Where he {ad puniſhment doth ſti} ſuſtain's 
Which he by errour only did obtain, 

Ala's while I view Ceſars pallace here, 

My letters ſeem to quake with trembling fear, 

Doſt thou nor ſee my paper does look pale, 
4nd bow my trembling feer begin ro fajl > 


Cc 


uilded Rome: * 


Triftium. 


x pray that this {ime houle which now I ſces 


May to my maſter reconciled be, 


From thence we to Apolls's Temple went, 


To which by ſteps rhere is a fair alcenr. 


Where ſtand the fiones in fair outlandiſh ſtone, 


Of Belus and of P:lammed the fonne. 


There ancient bocks, and rhoſe that are more new, 


Do all lye open to the readers view. 


We > > 


I fought my brerhren there, excepting them , 
Whoſe hapleſlc birth my father dorh condemn, 
Ani as 1 fought, rhe chick man ot rhar place » 


Bid me be gone out of thar holy ſpace. 
I went to Temples to the Theater joyn d- 
Bur here no entertainment ceuld 1 ftindes 


a 


"> 


Nor could 1 come unto the ourward yard , 
Which unto learned books is not debar'd, 
We arc heirs unro miſ-forrune by diſcent, 


And we Iiis children fiffer banithimenr. 


no - tw 1.3. 3 >» 


Perhaps when rime dorh C.e/ar's wrath ſubdue, 


He will rohim an& us ſome favour flitw. 
Since fo: the peoples help I do not care, 
O Cz/a7 hearken ro my carneſt prayer. 
Since publick talls are unto me deny'd, 


ow 9 


In ſome private corner 1 my ſelf may hide. 


And you Plebeians rake in hand again, 


My verſcs which you once repuls'd with ſhame. 


ELEGIE Il. 
In Swan-lihe tunes he doth deplore 
Bis exile, and þnochs at the aoor 
Of degthy deſiring haſty fate , 


His wretched life ryould termmate, 


As.iemyfarechar 1 hold Scythia ſee , 
And the land whoſe Zenith is the Axle=wrce? 


* Pelp me, who did yourholy rixes ll follows 


And would not you fweet Mufes nor Apollo, 


_— 
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Could not my harmeleſs verſes me excuſe , 
And life more ſerious then my jeſting Muſe. 
Bur thar I muſt when 1 the ſeas had paſt, : 
Unto the Portich land be brought ar laſt, 
And 1 thar ſtill my ſelf from care with-drew, 
Loving ſoft cale, and no rough labour knew, 
Having paſt grear dangers both by ſea and land, 
Here worſt of miſerics is by me ſuſtair'd. 
Yer 1 cndure theſe evils, tor I finde, 
My body doth receive ſtrength from my minde. 
And in my paſſage to my ſad exile, 
I with my ſtudic did my cares beguile, 
Bur when 1 did my Journies end arrain, 
And that unto the hated ſhore I came 
Then from mine eyes aſhowre of rears did flow, 
Like water running from the melred ſnow, 
And then my houſe and Rome comes in my minde, 
And every thing that 1 had lefr behinde. 
Alaſs that 1 ſhould knock {till ar the grave, 
To be ler in, yet can no entrance haye. 
Why have I {till eſcaped from the ſword > 
Could not the {ca to me a death afford > 
You Gods whoconſtanr are in your juſt ire, 
And do with Ceſar in revenge conlpire. 
1 do beſcech you haſten on my fare, ' 
And bid death open unto me the gace, 


ELEGIE. IL 
He lets bis wife here underſtand, 
Of bis fechneſſe in a forraign land, 
Then wyites his Epitaph, with intent 
To make bis Books bis monument. 


T Hat this my Lerter by a ſtrangers hand 
Is wrir, the cauſe, my ſickneſs underſtand, 


For in the worlds fartheſt parr 1 lye 
Sick, and uncertain of recovety 


Triſtiums 
What comfort can within chat cligate ſhine, 
On which che Getes and Sauramats conkine ? 
My ncuce dozs not with the ſoile agree , 
The air and water does ſeem ſtrange to me, 
My ſh:lcer poor, my diet here is bad, 

No healch-r:focing phyſick can be had. 

No friend ro comfo:t m2, who will aflay , 
With ſome diſcourſe ro palle the time away, 
Bur herz vpon mv bed of ficknetle caſt, 

I thin'; of many things which now are paſt, 
And thou my deareſt wife above the reſt, 

Doſt ho!4 rhe chiefeſt place within my breaſt, 
Thy abſcnt name is mencicned (till by me, 
And eycry day and aight I think on thee. 
Sometimes I ſpcak things without ſenſe or wit, 
Thar 1 may name thee in my frantick fic. 
If I ſhould ſwound, and thar no heating wine, 
Cold give life ro this faultring rongue of mine. 
To hear of thy approach would make me live, 
Thy very preſence would new vigour give, 
Thus 1 moſt doubrful of my life am grown , 
But thou perhaps liv'ft merrily ar home, 

No, I dare ſay, that thou my deareft wife, 

Doft in wy abſence lead a mourning life, 

Yer if the number of my years be done, 

Ar:d chac my haſty thread of life is ſpun. 

You Gods you might with eaſc have letme have, 
V Vithin my narive.land a happy grave 

If chat you would have ler my dearh prevear , 

My faral journey unto baniſhmenr, 

Then had I dy'd in my integrity» 

Bur now I here a baniſh'd man muſt dye, 

And ſhall I here reſfigne my weary breath, 

The place makes me unhappy in my death, 

Upon my bed I ſhall nor fall aſleep, 

And none upon my Coffin here ſhall weep, 
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Nor ſhall my wives tears, while that they do fall 
Upon my face, me unto life recall, 

L (hall not make my will, nor with ſad cries 
No friendly hand thall clole my dying cies. 
Without a Tombe or Funeral | ſhall be, 
While as the barbarous earth doth cover me, 


Which when thou heateſt, be nor with grief oppreft; 


Nor do not thou for ſorrow bear thy breaſt. 


Why ſhould thou wring thy render hands in vain ? 


Oc call upon thy wretched husbands name ? 
Tear net thy cheeks, nor cut thy hair for meg 
For I am not (good wife) now took from thee. 
When I was banithr then 1 dy'd, alafs! 
For banithment than death more heavy was. 
Now I would have thee to rejeyce {goed wife) 
Since all my gricf is ended with my life, 
And bear thy ſorrows with a valiant heart : 
Miſ-haps have taught thee how to play thy parts 
And with my body may my ſoul expire 
That ſo no pare may ſcape the greedy fire. 
For if ro Pythagoras we may credit give, 
Who ſaith the ſoul erernally dorh live : 
My ſoul *mong ſt the Sarmatich ſhades ſhall ſtray, 
And to the cruel ghoſts ne*r inde the way. 
Yerler my aſhes be pur in an Urn, 
50 being dzad I ſhall again rerurn. 
This lawful is, the Theban being dead, 
His loving ſiſter ſaw him buried, 
Ard ler ſweer powders round my bones be laid, 
And ſo into ſome ſecret place convey'd ; 
Graving theſe Verſes on a Marble ſtones 
In Lecrers to be read by every one. 
© 7 Ovid, that «4:4 write of wanton Love, 
« Lye heye, my Verſe my gventhrow did prove. 
| © Thou that haſt been wn Love, and paſſeſt by, 
© Pray ftill that Ovids bones may ſef ly lye, 
E 


Trift tum. 
This Epitaph ſhall ſuffice,ſince my books bee, 

A far more laſting Monument to mee. 

Which though they hurt mee, yer ſhall raiſe my name, 
And givetheir Authour everlaſting fame, 

Yer let thy love in Funeral gifts bee ſhew'd, 

And bring\{weer Garlands with thy tears be-dew'd, 
Thoſe aſhes which the tuneral frc (hall leave, 

Will in their Urne thy pious love perceives 

More would I write, but that my vayce is ſpent, 

Nor cn my dry rongue ſpeak what I invent. 

Then take my laſt wordsrothec; live in healths 
Which though 1 ſend to thee, I want my ſelf. 


E LE GIE IV. 


Ovid &0'h his friend adviſe , 
A life of greatneſs to deſpiſe. 
Sjce Thunder doth the b;ll aſſail. 
while quiet peace lives in the yail, 


Mx: alwaies deareſt friend, bur then moſt known, 
When I by adverſe Fortune was o'rc-thrown, 
It chou wilt take the Councel of a friend, 

Live to thy ſclf, donor roo high aſcend. 

Since Thunder from che higheſt Tower doth come 
Live to thy ſelf, and glittering ticles lun, g 
For though the beams of greatneſs may us warme, 
Yer greateſt men have greareſt power to hatme, 

The naked {ail-yard fears no ſtorms ar all , 

And greater ſails more dangerous are than ſmall, 
The floating Corke upon the waves doth ſwims 
While heavy Lead doth fink the Net thercin, 
Oftheſz rhings had ſome friend admoniſht mee 
Perhaps I had been ſtill ar Rowe with thee. 

While as a gentle winde did drive mee on, 

My boar through quiet ſtreams did run along» 
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Lib. 3e 
Hee thar by chance doth fali upon the plainy 
He falleth ſo that he may riſe again. 

Buc when Z!penor from a high houſe fell , 
His ghoſt went down to Pluto King of Hell. 
Though Dedalus his wings did him ſuſtain, 
Yer falling Icar95 gave the Sea his name, 
Becauſe that he flew high, the other low, 


While borh of them their wings abroad did throw. 


The man that unto ſollitude is bent, 

Doth live moſt happie if he be conrenr. 
Eumcnes of his Son was nor deprived, 

Until char hze Achilles Horſes guided. 

And Pbaethon had not dycd in the flame 

If that his Father could his will reſtrain. 

Then fcar thou till ro rake the higher way, 
And in thy courſe draw in thy fails I pray. 
Thou worthy artto live moſt fortunate , 

And to enjoy a candid happy fax. 

Thy gentle love deſerves this praiſe of mine , 
Since thou didſt cleave to mee in every rime, 
I ſaw how that thy grief for mec was thowny 
Even in thy looks moſt like unto my owne, 

I ſaw thy tears which on my face did fall , 
And with my tears I drunk thy words withal, 
Now to thy abſent friend thou yeeld'ſt relicts 
Thereby co lighten rhis my heavy grict : 
Live thou unenvy'd, honour crown thy cnd, 
For thou art worthy of a noble friend, 

And love rhy Ozid"s name, which cangor bee, 
Baniſhtthough Scthia now containerh me, 
For mce a land ncar tothe Bear doth hold, 
Wherzas the earth is frozen up with cold, 
Here Boſphorus and Tanaris do remain, 

And places which have ſcarcely any name; 
Unhabirable cold dorh ewell beyond, = 
For I am neare umo the fartheſt land, 
| kh > 


riſtium. 
My Country and my wife are abſent far, 

And with chem twoall things that deareſt are- 
Yer though with them I cannor preſent be 
Wichin my fancy | their ſhape do ſee. ; 

My houle, the City ſtand before my ciess 

And all my aQtions in their place do riſe, 

My wives deer Image doth ir ſelf preſent 
Which doth increaſe and lighren diſcontcnt 
H2r abſence grieveth me, bur then again ; 
My comfort is ſhe conſtant doth remain. : 

And youmy friends do cleave unto my breſty 
Whole names | with by me might be expreſt 
Bur wary tear doth my defirereſtrain, mT 
And you Ithink do even with the ſame 

For though that hererofore you pleaſed were 
When as your names did in my Verſe appear; 
Yer now Ile talk wich you within my breft ; 
Nor (hall your fears by my Verſe be increaſt 
Nor ſhall my Verſe diſclole a ſecrer friend ; 
Love ſecretly, and love me ro the end :* ' 
And know rhough we by abſcnce are disjoyn'd 
Yer you are alwaies preſent in my mind. gf 
Then ſtrive to eaſe thoſe griefs which I ſuſtain, 
And Icnd your hand to help me up again. 

So may your forrune proſperous remain, 

And nevcr haye juſt cauſe ro ask the ſane. 


ELEGIE V. 


Py a feigued name be doth commend 
Ox* Carus, that bad been hzs Friezd : 
Az1 then doth mitigate bis fault, 
Since er7or hin to rune brought. 


[\ Y ule of friendſhip with thee was bur ſmall, 
And if thou wilt, thou may*{ ſay none ar all ; 
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; Lib. 3. 
Bur rhar thy love moſt faithful I did fimde, 
When as my ſhip ſail'd with a proſperous wind, 
When once I fell, then all did ſhun my wrack) 
And all my friends on me did turn their back ? 
Yer thou, when I was ſtrucken with 7oves flame, 
Didſt viſit me, and to my houſe then came : 
And in thy freſh acquaintance thou didſt ſhow 
More love, than all my ancient friends would do, 
I ſaw thy amazed count'nance ar thar time, 


© Thy face bedew'd with tears, more pale than mine. 


And ſceing rears to fall ar cach word, my ears 

Did drink thy words, my mouth did drink thy tears 
Thou didſt imbrace my neck, and then berwixr 
Some loving kiſſes with thy ſighs were mixt. 

Now abſent thou defendeſt me again, 

Thou know'ſt that Cari is a feigned name : 

And many tokens of thy love appear, 

VVhich 1 in memory will ever bear, 


| The gods {till make thee able ro defend 
| Thy friends unto a far-more happy end. 


To know how | do live if thou require, 
As it is likely that thou doſtdeſire : 
I have ſome hone which do nor take from me, 


| Thar thoſe offended powers will pleaſed be. 


VVhich being vain, or if it may befall, 


; Do thau allow my hope though ir be ſmall, 


Beſtow thy eloquence upon tharrhcam, 
To ſhew it may fall our as 1 do mean. 


| The greareſt men are placable in wrath) 
| A generous minde a gentle anger hath. 


When Beaſts unto the Lion proſtrate lye, 


| He endsthe combare with his enemy. 
Bur V Volves and Bears their yeelding foes do kill, 


And the inferiour beaſts are cruel Nil], 
VVholike Achilles > yer even he appears, 
To be much moy'd with Dardazus (ad tears, 
E 3 


Ema- 


Triſtium, 
Emathions clemency is beſÞdeclar'd, 
Even by thoſe funeral rites which he prepar'd. 
And that I may not mans calm'd anger ſhow , 
Even 7wnoes Son in law was once her foe, 
Laſtly, I necds muſt hope, ſince ar this time , 

I amnor puniſhrt for a hainous crimes 

I did not plot againſt great Ceſar's life, 

To ruine him by ſowing civil ſtrife, 

1 never yer did rail againſt thetime , 

Or ſpake againſt him in my cups of wine. 

Bur am puniſht for beholding of afaulrz 
Which | through ignorance beheld, uniought, 
Yer all my fault, I cannor well defend, 

Though in part thereof I did no ill intend, 

So that I hope that he will pleaſed be, 

To grant an eaſier baniſhment ro mee. 

I wiſh the morning ſtar that brings rhe day , 
Would bring this news and quickly poſt away, 


ELEGIE VI. 


His frieads fidelity he doth praiſe, 
And to excuſe himſelf aſſ aies. 
Deſiring if be have any grace 

At Rome; to uſe it z bis Caſes 
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Ur league of friendſhip rhou wilt nat conceal. 


Or if thou would, it would ir {elf reveal. 
For while we mizht, none was more dear to me, 
And } do xnow I was beloy'd of thee. 
And this our love was tothe people knownz 
Sothat ofir Love more that our ſelves was known. 
The candor of thy minde is cafily ſeen , 
Of him who tor thy friend thou doſt eſteem, 
Thou norhing from my kn=wledge didſt conceal , 
And I my ſecrers did to thee rcvcal, | 
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Lib. 3. 


For all my heart and ſecrers thou didſt know, 
Excepting that which wrought my overthrow. ( mce 
Which hadft thou known, thou wouldft have councelled 
So well, that 1 ſhould never baniſhr bee. 
ut *rwas my fare drew on wy puniſhment $ 
And croflcd mee in any good intent, 
Yer whether that I might this evil ſhun, 
And reaſon cannot fortune overcome : 
Yer thou ro mee tny cold acquaintance arty 
And of my love thou holdſt the greareſt part, 
Bee mindeful then, and if thou gracious bee 
Ar Court,then try what thou canſt do for mee, 
That Cefar being unro mildneſs bent , 


'© Maychange the place of my ſad baniſhmentr. 


Even as I did no wickedneſs deviſe, 

Since that my fault from errour did ariſc, 

It would bee tedious ner ſafe to untold, 

By what chance theſe cyes did thar att behold, 
Such ſhameful deeds 2s do the ear affright , 
Should bee concealed in eternal night, 

| muſt confeſle therefare my former fault, 
Ycr no reward by my offence I ſought. 

And ſor my fault I may my folly blame, 

i! ro my fault thou wilt give a rrue name. 

[{ this bee falſe, then further baniſh mee, 
Theſe places like unto Romes Suburbs bee, 


ELEGIE. VII, 


The L tier bere be doth command, 
To flye unto Perhillas band : 

Aad ſheweth that the Muſes give , 
Immortal fame which ſtill ſhall live, 


(3 Oe thou my Letter being wrir ſo faſt , 


And to ſal ure Perhilla make thou haſte, 
E 4 To 


Trifttum. 
To firhard hy her mother ſhe till uſes, 

Or elſc ro be amongſt her Books and Muſcs : 
VVhar ere ſhe does, when ſhe knows thou art come, 
She'1 ask thee how Ido that am undone ; 

Tell her 1 live, but with 1 did nor ſo, 

Since length o rime can never cale my woe 
Yertro my Muſe 1 new returned am, 

Making my words in Verſcto flow again ; 

And ask her why ſhe doth her minde apply 

To common ſtudies, nor ſweer Poeſy 2? 
SinceNarure firſt did make thee chaſte & fair, 
Giving thee wit, with other things moſt rare, 

] firſt ro thee the Muſcs ſpring did ſhow, 

Leſt that ſweet water ſhould at waſte {til flow 

For in thy Virgin years thy wit 1 ſpy'd, 

And was as *rwere thy father and thy guide. 

Then if thoſe fires ftill in thy breſt do dwel, 
There's none bar Leyb/a that can thee excel + 

Bur I do fear that ſince I am orethirown, 

That now thy breſt is dull and heavy groun : 

For while we might we both did read our lines, . 

I was thy Judge and Maſter oftentimes. 

And to thy Vetſe I an ear would lend, 

And make thee bluſh, when thou didſt make an end. 
Yer now perhaps it may be thou doſt ſhun 

All books, becauſc my ruine thence did come : 
Fear not Perbilla, bur all fear removes 

So that thy writings do nor reach to love : 

Then learned Maid, no cauſe of {loath ſtill frame. 
Bur to thy ſacred art return again. 

That comely face will ſoon be ſpoil'd with years, 
While aged wrinckles in thy brow appeats. 

Old age will lay hold on thy outward graces 
Which cometh on till with a filenc pace. 

Fo have been fair it will a erief then be, 

And thou wilt thin thy glafle dorh flatter the:. 
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Lib. 3. 
Thy wealth is ſmal, though thou deſerveſt more, 
Bur yer ſuppoſe rhou hadſt of wealth grear ſtore ; 
Yer Fortune when ſhe liſts doth give and take, 
And of rich Creſus (he can Irus make. 

All rhings are ſubje& ro mortality, 

Except the minde and ingenuity. 

For though I want my Country, Friends, and home, 
And all thingsrook from me rhat could be gone. 
Yer till my Muſes do with me remain, 

And Ceſar cannot take away my yein. 

Who though he ſhould me of my life deprive, 

Yer (hal my Fame when I am dead furyiye. 
Whils Rome on ſeven hils doth ſtand in fighrz 

My works ſhal till be read with much delight. 
Then of thy ſtudy make this happy ule, 

To ſhun the power of death eyen by thy Muſe. 


ELEGY FY 110. 


His Country he deſires to ſee, 

If Cxlar would ſo pleaſed bee. 

Then mournfully bee doth complain, 
And ſhews what grief bee doth ſuſtain, 


Wiſh I could Triptolemus VVaine aſcend, 
I Who hrſt did leed unto the earth commend. 
Or guide Medea's Dragons throughthe aire, 
Wirh which the once frem Cormnth did repair: 
I wiſh that Thad Perſers wingsro flicy 
Or Ded 11s his wings to cut the Skie. 
Thar whilethe aire did ye:1d unto my flight, 
I might injoy again my Countries fights 
And ſce my poor forſaken houſe again, 
My wife,and thoſe few friends thar do remain. 
Bur why doſt thou ſo fooliſhly require, 
V Yhen thou can'ſtne'r atrain to thy deſire 2 
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Triſttum, 
In ftcad of wiſhes unto Ceſar lend , 
And ftrive to plcaſe him whom thou didſt offend. 
If kee repeal thy baniſhment;his word, 

Cangivye thee wings to flye like to a bird. 
Perhi#ps when once his wrath doth milder grow , 
Hee ro my ſuir will chen ſome favonr ſhew : 

And 1 beſeech him now in the mean time » 

Seme caſier place of exile ro aſhgn, 

This air and climate both contrary bee , 
Continual fickneſs ſeizerh here on mce. 

Either my fick minde makes my body ill , 
Orelle rhe air doth ſome diſeaſe inſtill. 

Since [ to Pontys camezcac'i night | dream , 

I do diſtaſte my meat,my limbs grow lean, 
Like that pale colour which in leaves is ſcen, 
When rhey by Aurumns froſt have nipped been, 
So do look bcing pin'd away with griet , | 
Having no friend t5 yeild me ſome relief , | 
For I am fick in body and in minde 3 
In both of which I equal pain do finde. | 
Mcthinks my fortunz ſtands before my eyes, 
In a ſad ſhape repleat with milcric:: 

When 1 bchold the people and rhe placz, 
Comparing paſt rime with my preſcnt calc , 
Then I am willing to rchgn my breath, 
Wiſhing I had been puniſh:d with death : | 
Bur yer {ince that hee was more milder bent , 
Let þim now grant mee milder baniſhment, 


ELEGIE IX 


Orid breefly doth explains 
How Tomos fir did get that name. ; 


vF Re here ſome Cities (who can ir belcive) 
FA. That from the Greebs did firſt their name receive? 
mp Y Whilc 


Lib. 3. 
While husbandmen even from Miletus came, 
And*mongſtrhe Getes did Grecian houſes frame. 
Yerthis ſame place doth ancicntly retains 

Still from Abſyrtzs murder,this ſame name 

For in thar ſhip which Pa/fas name did bear , 
And in rhoſe unknown Seas her courſe did ſtcar, 
While fierce Medea framher farher fled » 

Unto rheſc ſhores her taral ſails ſhee ſpread 2 
Which from a hill one vciwing on the land, 
Cries out» Mede?'s fails do hither ſtand, 

The Myne iembled and withour delay , 

Unty their ropes,and all cheir anchors weigh : 
While that Medea ſtruck her guilty breaſt, 

Wirh char ſame hand which had in blood been dreſt, 
And though her former courage did remain » 

Yer ſtill her blood in paleneſs went and came 

| Bur when ſhec ſaw the ſails,wee are berray'd 
| ; Quoth ſhe,my fathers courle muſt bee delay'd , 
By iome new Art : while thus ſhee dorh deviſc, 
By fatal chance, her brother ſheceſpics. 

And having ſpied him,now quorh ſhe *ris done, 
For from his death my ſafery now ſhall ceme. 
| And with a ſword ſhe ran him through the fide , 
, Who little chought by her hand to have dy'd. 
Thcn tears his Limbs in peeces,and on the ground, 

She ſcatters them thar ſo they may bee found 

In many placcs : and rhar her father may 
| Nor pals by it,ſhe places in the way 
His bleeding Head,and bath his pale cold hands , 
Which ſer upon a rock before him ſtands. 
And while that horrid fight did ſtop her farker , 
Hee ſtay'd his courſe thoſe ſcattered limbs ro gather, 
Whence Toros got that name, becauſe thar here, 
Medea firſt her brorhers Jumbs did rears 
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Triſilum, 
ELEGIE X. 


Ovid lively doth deſcribe 

The Country where he doth abide : 
Phich in this ſhort M1P you may view, 
Which he in banifhment then drew, 


I: any yer do.think of Naſoes name, 

Which yer within the City doth remain : 
Know that | live within a barbarous Land, 
Which neer unto theNorthern pole doth ſtand 
The Sauromates and Getes do hemm me in, 
Whole ruder names my Verſe do nor beſeem. 
While the aire is warmywe then defcnded are 
By Iſther,whoſe tairſtream keeps back the war. 
Bur when that Boreas once doth fly abroad, 
Thoſe Countries he with heavy ſnow doth load. 
Nor doth the ſnow diffolye by Sun or Rain, 
Bur the North-wind doth make ir ſtill remain : 
New ſnow doth fall on that which fell before, 
V Yhile that the earth is doubly covered o're. 
Such is the Norrh-winds force when it doth blow, 
Thar Towers and Houſes ir doth overthrow. 
The people wear ſhort mantles *gainſt the cold, 
So thar rheir faces you can ſcarce behold ; 
Fromrheir Icy hair a ruffling ſound is hears, 
A hoaric froſt doth ſhine upon rheir beard. 
Thefrozen wine doth kcep the Veſlcls ſhape, 
And in icad of draughts, rhey peeces of ir rake, 
Of Rivers frozen, whar ſhould I here tell 2 

Or yer of water digged from the V Vell : 
For Ither, which with Ni/e may cqualt be, 

\ V'Vhoſe many mourhs do fall inro the Sea, 

* His blue wavcs hidden o're with ice doth keeps 
* Aud ſounſen into the Sea doth creep. 
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Where ſhips did ſail,their feet they now do ſcr, 
And onthe ice the Horſes hoof doth bear. 

The Sarmatian Oxen draw their waggons over 
New Bridges, which the running water cover. 
Tis ſtrange yer lying brings me no reward, 

And therefore my report you may regard. 

We have ſeen when as the ice the Sca did cover, 
While that a ſhell of ice did glaze ir over : 

And on the frozen ſea have often gone, 

While with a dry foor we could walk thereon, 
And had Leander ſuch a ſhoare deſcri'd, 

Then in that narrow ſea he had not dy'd. 

The crooked Dojphins, cannor then repair 

Unto the upper waves to take the aire. : 
And though thar Boreas bluſtering wings were heard; 
Yer no waves inthe frozen ſea appear'd. 

The ſhips were frozen upthar rhere did ride, 
Nor could the Oars the ſtifned waves divide. 

V Vee have ſeen the fiſh within the ice lie bound, 
V Vhile that in ſome of them ſome life was found- 
If Boreas therefore with too powerful force, 

Do freex the fea, or ſtop the rivers courſe : 
When Iſthey by dry winds is once congeal'd, 

The barbarous foe no longer is conceal'd. 

Who $kilfull in rheir horſeman-ſhip and bows, 
Do waſte the Country whereſoere they go. 
While ſome do flic,and none defend the fields 
Their unkepr wealth ſome lirtle pillage yeelds. 
Their riches is their cartle and their wanes, 

And thar which their poor Corrages contains: 
And ſome that by the foe are captive rook, 
Doleave theirCountry with a back-caſt looks 
Some by the barbed anows here do dic, 

Thar with their poiſoned heads do ſwiftly ly. 

T har which they cannor take, rhey ſpoil the fame, 
And make rheir harmleſs Corrages to flame, 
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TY ifttum, 
When they have peace they ſtand in fear of war , 
Sothar the fields by no man ploughcd are, 

The grape is nor hid in the leavy ſhade, 

Nor are the veſſels fild with wine new made. 
Acontixs could nor here an Apple finde , 

To write unto his {weer- heart in the rinde ; 

Here the naked fields have ncirher leaf ror tree, 
For ir's a place mark*d out for miſery. 

And though the world hath ſuch a large extents 
This land is found out for my puniſhmenr, 


ELEGIE XI. 


Sweet Ovid ts enfors d to write, 
"Gainſt ove who raild at him in ſþ'ght : 
Whom mildly here bee doth reprove » 
And untopitty doth bim move. 


Hou that my ſad misfortune doſt eontemm, 
And cruclly doſt alwaies me condemn, 
Wert nurſed on the rocks by ſome wilde beaſt, 
And 1 may ſay,thou haſt a flinty breſt, 
O whither can thy wrath extended be , 
Or whar is wanting to my miſery ? 
Th: barbarous ſhores of Pont.z4 me cnfoid, 
And here the Northern Bear 1 do bchold. 
The pcoples ſpeech 1 underſtand nor hetes 
And every place is full of careful fcar, 
For as the Hart purſu'd by Bears doth ſhake , 
Or as a Larab henv'd in by wolves doth quake ? 
So when theſe nations do me round incloſe, 
L am afraid being compals'd in with foes, 
Suppoſe it were nd puniſhment ro mee , 
Of wife and children thus depriv'd to bee : 
Though nothing troubled me bur Ceſars wrath y 
Sufficient punithmznt his anger hath» 


Yer 


| Lib, 3. 


Ver there are ſome who handles my green wounds, T . 
And to ſpeak againſt me have ler looſe their rongues, | 


In an cafie matter every one can ſpeak, 
And little ſtrength a bruiſed thing can break, 


Ir hews ſome ſtrength ro throw down wallsthar ſtand, 


When falling Towers yield ro the weakeſt hand, 
\Why dot thou perſecure my empry ſhade ? 
Or why doſt thou my grave with ſtones invade ? 
Though Hef@or inthe wars did ſhew his force, 
It was not Heftor that behinde a horſe 

Was drawn about ? nor am 1 now the ſame, 
And nothing bur my ſhadow doth remain : 
Why doſt rhou rail on me with words fo foul > 
1 pray rhee do nor feck to vex my ſoul, 
Suppoſe my faulrs were rruc,my chicfeſt fault, 
Was nor by wickedneſs bur errour wrought > 
Then glut thy anger with my puniſhment, 
For I am ſent to grievous baniſhmenr. 

A murtherer would lament my unhappy fate , 
Thou think'ſt me nor enough unfortunate. 
More cruel than Buſer:s,or _= man z 

Who firſt ro make a brazen Bull began; 

And on the S:(:{zan Tyrant it beſtow'd, 

While thus in words his Art to him he (hew'g, 

This work O King ! may far moreuſetul bee , 


Than the ourward ſhape doth ſeem to promiſe thee, 


For look,the Bulls ſide may bee open'd fo , 


Thar whom thou meant to kill, chou needs but throw 


Inmohis belly,and being inclog'd therein, 

Pur fire bencath, and then hee will begin 

To roar,and make a groaning noiſe as though 
The brazen Bull ir ſelf began re Lowe : 
Theeforc ro recompence my giſt again, 

Ler my reward bee equal to n1y pain. 
Phalars reply*d.fince that thou didſt invent, 
This cruel rermenr for a pun:thment ; 


 Triſtium. 


Thou firſt ſhalt feel ir,and ſo being thrown 
Into rhe Bull, he there began to groan. 
Bur from Siczlia I return again, 
Of thee rhar raileſt on me | muft complain : 
If thou deſire ro quench thy thirſt with blood, 
And thar to hear my grict would do thee good : 
I have ſuffer'd ſo much both by ſea and land, 
Thar rhou wouldſt grieve the ſame to underſtand, 
#lyſſes was nor in ſo great diſtceſs, 
Since Neptunes anger, is than 7oves far leſs, 
Then do not thou rip up my faults again, 
And from my bleeding wound thy hands refraing 
Lerrime my former faulr in darkneſs cover, 
Thar this ſame wound may once beskinned over, 
Sh Fortune throws down whom ſhe doth advance, 
, Berhouafraid of her uncercain chance, 
And fince thou haſt a grear deſire ro pry, 
And would(t be glad ro know my miſcry ; 
My forrune is of miſery moſt full, 
For Ceſars wrath all ill with it doth pull. 
And if choyrchinlſt I do the ſame augment, 
I wiſh that thou mightr'ſt feel my puniſhmenc, 


ELEGY. XII 


Though it be Spring-time every where, 
No Spring #n Tomos doth apprar : 
which mabes bim pray bere to be ſent, 
unto ſome milder baniſhment, 


Ow Zephyrus warms rhe air,the year is rung 

And he long ſeeming winter now is done : 
Tix Kam which bore faic Hellez once away, 
Hatch made the dark night cquall co rhe day. 
Now boyes and girls do ſweet Violers gets 
VVhich in the Country ofren gro y unſer: 


Fa:x 


7 Fair © 
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Lib, 3. 
Fair colour'd flowers in the Meddows ſpring, 

And now the birds rheir untaught notes do ling, 

The Swallow nuw doth build her lictle neſt, 

Under ſom2 beame, wherein her eggs may reft, 

The ſeed which long fince in the ground was laid , 

Is now ſhot forth into a tender blade, 

And now young buds upon the Vine appear , 
Alchough the Geticþ ſhore no tree doth bearc; 

'Tis there vacation, and the wars at Court 

Do now give place to plaies and other ſpore ; 

Now they do Tilt , and fears of arms aflay , 

Now with the ball, and with the op they play , 
Young men annoinred now wirh oyle, begin 

To barhe their limbs within the virgin ſpring : 

The ſcene dorh flouriſh , and new ſtrains are found, 
V Vhich make the three Theaters to reſound, 

O four times happy ſure, and more is he, 

Thar to enioy the City now is free, 

Bur here 1ſce che ſnow melr with the Sun 5 

The undigg'd waters now begin to run. 

The Sea is not frozen, nor doth the ſwaine 

Oyer the Iſther drive his creaking wane. 

Yer when thar any ſhips doth birher ſail, 

And Anchor ar our ſhore , then withour fail 

I run roche Maſter, and after ſalurarion 

I ask him whence he comcs, and of whar Nation. 
And *tis a wonder if he be nor one 

That from ſome neighbour country then doth come. 
From Italy few ſhips do ever ſtand. 

To come unto this haven-wanting land, 

Wherher his language Greck or Lacin be , 

The latrcr is moſt welcome unto mee. 

If any from Propontzs here arrive, 

While a north=winde his ſpreading fails doth griye ; 
He may enforme me of the common fame 
And orderly he may _ the ſame, 


Por 


Triſtium, 


For of Grear Ceſ#”s Tryumph 1 do hear , 

And of thoſe vows to 7ove performed wereg 

And how rebelling Germany in the end , 
Bencarh our po pony feer her head did bend. 
He that ſhall rell mee theſe things here expreft , 
I will invite him home to be my gueſt, 

Alas, does Ovid's houſe alone now ſtand ? 

Being ſeared here within the Styrian land : 

May Ce/ar make this houſe of mine to bee, 
Onely an Inne of puniſhment ro mee. 


ELEGLIE XII. 


Againſt bis Birth-day he doth complain, 
which was now return'd in vain, 


Ehold my Birth-day, (for why was I borne ? ) 
Doth vyainly unto me again rerurne, 

Hard-hearred day, why doſt chou {till extend 
My years, ro which thou ſhouldſt haye pur an cnd , 
If thou had& any care of me or ſhame, 

Thou wouldft nor thus have followed me in vain» 

Bur in thar place have given me my dcath)s 

Where in my childe-hood firſt I drew my brearh, 
And with my friends that now at Reme do dwell , 
Thou mightſt at once have rok thy laſt farewel. 
Whar's Pontys unto thee , or art thou ſcnt» 

By Caeſars wrath with me to baniſhmen ? 

Doft rhou expe& thy wonred honour here 2 

While 1 a white nor & on my ſhoulders wear, 
Or that fair Garlands ſhould environ round » 
The {moaking Altar with ſweer incenſe crown'd ? 
Offering ſuch gifts as may befir the day , 
While for thy proſperous rerurn I pray. 

But now Ido nor live jn ſucha time , 
Thar when thou com'R I ſhould to murth incline, 


Lib, 3. 
A funeral Altar doth become me now » 

That may be ſtuck round with the Cypreſs boughs 
Now incenſe tothe Gods were caſt away, 

While in my depth of grief I cannot pray. 

Yer one requeſt upon this day Vie name, 

Thar to this place thou ne're return again. 

Whilſt in the fartheſt Pontzcþ ſhore I live, 

Which falſcly ſome the name of Euxine give. 


ELEGIE XIV. 


Heye he writes unto bis Friend, 
That be would his books defend. 


Hou chief of Learned men, what maketh thee, 
A friend unro my idle vein to be ? 
When I was ſafe then thou my lines didſt praiſe , 
And being abſent thou my fame doſt raile, 
And all my verſes thou doſt encerrain , 
Except the Art of Love which I did frame, 
Since then thou lovyeſt the new Poers ſtrain » 
Within the Ciry ſtill keep up my Name. 
For 1, and not my books, anr baniſhr thence » 
Which they could nor deſerve by my offence. 
The Father oft is baniſhed we ſee, ) 
While as his Children in che City be : 
My verſes now are like ro Pa{as, borne 
Wirhour a Morher; and being ſo forlorne: 
I ſend them unto thee, for they berefr 
Of Farher,now unto thy charge are lefr. 
Three ſons of mine by me deſtroyed were, 
Bur of the reſt ſee thar thou have a care, 
And fifteen books of changed ſhapes there lyes , 
Being raviſht from their Maſters obſcquies, 
That work I had unto perfe&ion brought, 
If that I had not my own ruine wrought, | 
| F 2 Whigh 
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Triſtium. 
Which uncorre&ed now the people have , 
If any thing of mine the people crave, 
Ler this among my other books now ſtand , 
| Being ſent unto thee from a foraign Land. 
Which wholo reads, let him but weigh again, 
The rime and place, wherein I did it frames 
He will pardon me, when he ſhall underſtand, 
"Char 1 was banithr in a barbarous Land. 
And will admire that in my adverſe time, 
With a ſad hand | could draw forth a line : 
Mil-torrunes have depriv'd me of my ſtrain, 
Alrhough before 1 nc're had a rich vein. 
Yer whaiſoe're it was, eycen new it lies » 
Dried up for want of any exerciſe. 
Here are no books to feed me with delight , 
Bur inſtead of books the bows do me affright. 
Here's none ro-whom I may my lines rehearſe, 
Thar can both hear and underſtand my verſe, 
1 have no place where I may walk alone. 
Bur with the Getes ſhut up in walls of ſtone, 
Sometimes I ask for ſuch a places name, 
Bur rherc is none can anſwer me again 
And when 1 fain would ſpeak, I muſt confeſs, 
L want fit words my minde for to expreſs. 
The Scythian language doth my car aftrighr. 
So rhar the Get:cþ rongue I lure could write, 
| tear leſt you within this book ſhould ſee, 
Thar Pontich words with Latine mingled be, 
Yerread it, and thereto a pardon giye z 
When thou confidereſt in what ate I live. 


IV. 


LIB, IV. ELEGY I 


To extuſe bis books be doth begin, 
And ſhews how his Miſe did comfort him. 


F any faulcs are in theſe books of mine, 

Have rhem excuſed Reader by their time. 
1 ſought no fame, bur onely ſome relief, 
That ſo my minde might nor think on her grief. 
Even as the ditcher bound with ferters ſtrong , 
Will lighten heayy labour with a ſong 3 
And he will fing that with a bended fide , 
Doth draw the flow boat up againſt the Tide, 
And he thar at the Oare doth rug with pain 3 
Doth ſing while he purs back his Oare again. 
The weary ſhepherd fitting on a hill , 
Doth pleaſe his ſheep with piping on his quill, 
And every Maid within the Country bred, 
Will ſing while ſhe is drawing forth her thread, 
Achilles being ſad for Brifes loſs , 
The Hemonirn Harpe did ſoften that ſame crols. 
While Orphens for his wife much grief did ſhew », 
Wirh his ſweer runes the woods and ſtones he drew. 
So did my mule delight me as 1 went , 
And bore me company in my baniſhmenr. 
She fear'd nortreachery, nor the ſouldiers hand, 
Nor yer the winde, or ſea, or barbarous land. 
She knew whar errour firſt my ruine broughr , 
And that there was no wickedneſs in my thought, 
And fince from her my faulr did firſt proceed , 
She is made guilty with me of rhardeed. 
Yer ſtill che fear of harme me fo aftrightss 
I icarce dare touch the Muſes holy rires. 

| EI 
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Bur now a ſudden fury doth me moye; 
And being hurt by verſe, yer verſe I loye, 
Even as W#lyſſes rook —_— ro taſte, 
The Lore-trec, which did hurt him ar the laſt, 
The Lover feels his loſs, yer docs delight 
In it, and ſecks to feed his __ 
$o books delight me, which did me confound , 
Loving the Dart which gave me this ſame wound. 
Perhaps this ſtudy may a fury ſcem , 
And yer to many ithath uſeful been, 
It makes the minde thar it cannot retains 
Her grief in fight , bur doth forget the ſame. 
As ſhe ne're felt the wound which Bacchus gave , 
Bur wildly on the Ideax hills did rave. 
So when a ſacred fire = breaſt doth warmoy 
My higher fancy doth all ſorrow ſcorne. 
It feels no baniſhmenrt, or Pontich ſhore g 
Nor thinks the Gods are angry any more. 
And as if I ſhould drink dull Lethes water , 
I have no ſenlc of any ſorrow after. 
Needs muſt thoſe Goddeſſes then honour'd be, 
Who from their Helicon did come with me. .. 
And for to follow mee they ſtill did pleaſe, 
Either by foot, by ſhipping, or by ſeas. 
And may they gracious unto me abide, 
Since that the Gods are all on Cſar's fide : 
While thoſe griets which they hcap 6n me are more , 
Then fiſh in ſeas, or ſands upon the ſhore, 
The flowers in ſpring-rtime thou maicſt ſooner ccll , 
Or Autumns apples, or the ſnow tharfell , 
Then all my griets, being rolled roo and fro, 
While I unto che Euxine (hore do go. 
Where come, I found no change of miſery, 
As if i!l-fortune Qill did follow me. 
My thred of Jife in one courſe here doth run, 


Of black and diſmal wool this thread is ſpuge 
Though 


ough 


Lib. 4. 
Though I omit my dangers and my prief, 

Pye ſeen ſuch* miſeries as are paſt belief, 
Amongſt the barbarous Getes how can he live , 
To whom the people once ſuch praiſe did give ? 
How grievous is it to be lockt within 

A walled Town, and yer ſcarce ſafe therein ? 
For in my Youth all warre I did dereſt, 

And never handled weapons bur in jeſt, 

Now in my handsa {word and ſhield I bear, 
And on my gray hairs I a Helmer wear, 

For when the warchman ſtanding in his place, 
Dorh give ſome ſign, then all do arme apace, 
The enemy with his poyſoned ſhafts and bow, 
On their proud Steeds abour the walls da go : 
And as the Wolf doth bear a ſheep away, 

Into the woods, which from the fold did tray. 
So thoſe thar once are ſtrayed beyond rhe Gare , 


The foe comes on them, and dorh rake them ſtraight, 


Then like a captive they his neck do chain , 
Or elſe with poyſon'd Arrows he is ſlain. 
Inthis place I a Dweller am become, 

Alaſs my time of life roo flow dorh run. 
Yer to my verſe I dorerurn again , 

My friendly Muſe doch me in grief ſuſtain. 
Yer there is none to whom I may recite 

My verſe, or here the Latine which I write, 
Bur ro my ſclf I dq both write and read , 
And then to Judge my ſelf I do proceed, 
Oft I have {aid , why do Irake this vein 2 
Or ſhall rke Getes delight in Ovids name > 
Ofc while Lwrite, my eyesto weeping ſer , 
And every lerrer with my tears is wer, 

And then my heart renews her griefagain , 
While on my boſome ſhowers of rears do rains 
When as my former ſtare comes in my thought , 
Thinking ro whar my forrune hath me brought, 
F 4 


Triſtium, 


Ofrt my mad hand, even angry with my veine, 
Hath caſt my yerſes into the quick lame, © 
Then fince of many, theſe few do remain , 
Who e're thou art, with pardon read the ſame. 
And Rome do thou rake in good part each line , 
Though each verſe be no berter than my time. 


ELEGTIE II. 


He grieves that he could nat fweſent be, 
At the tryumph of conque;'d Germany. 


Ow haughty Germany (as the world hath done} 


May kneel to Ceſar, being overcome. 
Now the high palaces gre with garlands dight , 
And ſ{moaking incenſe turns the day to alhe 
Now the white ſacrifice by the Axe is ſlain, 
And with his purple bloed rhe earth doth ſtam. 
And both the conquering Ceſars do prepare, 
To give the Gods thoſe gifts which promis'd were, 
And all rhe young men born under his name, 
Do pray thar ſtill his progeny may raign: 
And L:tvia fince the Gods her fon did {ave, 
Preſents thoſe gitts which they deſerve to have. 
The Marrons and thoſe free from bad defire , 
Who living Virgins, keep the v:ſtal fre : 
The people and the Scnate roo are glad, 
And G:ntry, *mongſt whom once a name I had. 
Theſe publick joyes to me here arc unknown, 
And bur a weak report doth hither come. 
Bur on theſe tryumphs may the people look , 


And read what rovyns were by ſuch Captains rook 


While as the caprive Kings to encreaſe the (};ow , 
Before the plumed horſes chained go. 

With countenances to their fortune chain'd, 
Once terrible,now from rhemiclves eſtrang'd , 


While 


lone) 


Vhile 
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VVhile ſome defirertheir cauſe and names to know, 
One knowing lirtle rhus deſcribes rhe ſhow. | 
He thar in yonder purple rove dorh thine. 

Was Caprain of the war, and ncxr to him 

He whoſe ſad cyes fixt on the groundLappear, * 

Bore not that look, when he his arms did bear. 

That cruel man whoſe eyes [til] burning are z 

By comnlel did incite them unto war. 

This fellow did falſe ambuſhments provide. 

Whoſe ſhaggy haire his ugly face doth hide. 

This fellow kill'd the Caprtives which he took , 
Although the Gods ſuch offerings did nor brook. 
Theſe Mountains, Rivers, Caſtles, which you lce » 
Were filPd with blocd of men which flaughrered be. 
Here D7«ſus did his honour fiſt obtains 

Being worthy of thar houſe from whence he came. 
Here Rhene with blood of men was colour'd cver. 

V Vhile no green reeds his winding banks did cover 
Behold hew Germany wich her long hair ſpread , 
S:rs at his feer who hath her conquered : 

And tothe Romas axe her neck doch yeildy 

Het hands being chain'd which once did bear a ſhicld. 
Ani abovetheſe grear Cefar thou art carryed , 
Tiough all the people in thy AY chariot. 
Thy {ubje&s by loud ſhouts theit love do ſhew 

V Vile all the way wirh ſweereſt flowers rhey ſtrew. 
Thy temples crowned with Phebean Bayes, 

The ſouldier fingerh Toto thy praiſe. 

V Vhile thy four Charior-horſes by the way z 
Hearcd with noiſe do often ſtop and ſtay. 

Then to rhe Tower and Temples favouring rhee, 
Thou goeſt, where gifts ro Jove ſhall offered be. 
Theſe rhings 1 can within my minde review, 

For it hath power an abſent place to ſhew. 
Through ſpacious lands it can moſt freely tray , 
And unto Heaven finde the ready way. 

By 


Tr:tium, 
By help whereof che Ciry I de ſee, 
Thar of this good 1 may partaker be. 

It ſhews the Fray Chariors which do ſhine, 
So I ſhall be at home even for a rime : 

The happy | pap wi ſhall behold this fight , 
And for to ſee their Caprain rake delighr. 
Bur I nauſt ſee ic by imagination , 

My ears ſhall raſte the truir of the relation, 
For being baniſht to a Foraign Land , 
'Torell me of ir here is nong at hand, 

Yer he thar this late triumph tells ro pice, 
When &'re I hear him I ſhall joyful be, 

And on that day no ſorrow I will ſhow, 

For publick joy excceds a private woe , 


ELEGIE III, 
Ovid ſeemeth to ſpeak bere , 
To the conſtellations of the Bear." 


Ou grear and lefler Beaſts, whereof the one, 
Guides Grecian ſhips, the orher Sydonian : 

Which from your poles view all things which you pleaſe, 

And never ſer beneath the Weſtern Seas ; 

And while that you encompals in the «skie , 

Your circle from the earth is ſeen on high. 

Look on theſe walls, o're which as they report , 

Remus leapt over in his merry ſporr, 

And look with ſhining beams upon my Wife , 

And tell me if (he lead a conſtant life, 

Alas! why doubt I in a matter clear ? 

Why dol waver berween hope and fear ? 

Believe as thou defireft, thar all js well , 

Perſwade thy ſelf ſhe doth in faith excel, 

And whar the fixed ſtars cannor unfold , 

Tellro thy ſelf, and be rhou thus reſoly'd ; 

Thar as thou thinkeſt on her, ſ9 ſhe again 

Doth think on thee, and with her keeps thy name. 


And 


> 
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And in her minde thy Countcnance doth reviews 
And while ſhe lives that ſhe her love will ſbew. 
When thy griev'd minde doth on thy ſorrow light , 
Doth gentle flecp forlakz thy bolome quite? 
Dorh thy cold bed renew thy cares afreſh , 
And make thce think on me in my diſtreſs? 
Does nights ſcem long, while ſorrows inward burn. 
Do thy ſides ake while thou doſt often turn. 
Yer I bclicye that now thou doſt no leſs , 
And that thy ſorrow doth thy love exprels. 
Thoi gricv'ſt noleſs, chan did that Theban Wife y 
To ſce brave Heffors body void of life, 
Drawn by Theſſalian horſe s 3 yer I cannor ell, 
Whar pation in thy minde I wiſh to dwell. 
if thou artſad , then 1 ampriev'd for rhees 
That of thy lorrow I the caule ſhould be. 
Yer gentle wife do thou lamentrthy lofles, 
And uſe the time tothink upon my crofles. 
Weep for my fall, ro weep is ſome telief, 
For thar doth caſe and carry out our grief. 
And would rhou couldſt lament my &cach,nax life, 
That {o by death I might have W my Wife. 
Then in my Country I had dicd ,and dead. 
Thy tears upan my Corps had then been ſheds 
Ani thou hadſt cloſ'd my eyes up with thy hand , 
While leoking unto Heaven they did ſtand, 
In an ancient TomUe my aſhes fox been ſpread, 
And had bcen buried where I farſt was bred : 
Laſtly, I rhen had died withour blame, 
zut now my baniſhmenr is ro me a ſhame, 
Yer wretched am LI if thou bluſkeſt than, 
Whcn thou art call'd wife to a bagiſhr man; 
Wreiched am 1 if thon that name decline, 
Wretched am I, it thou ſham'ſt ro be mine. 
Where is that time wherein thou rook'ſt a pride, 
In Ovids Name, and ro be Ovids bride > 


- 
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Where 


P11/trum, 


V Yhere is that rime wherein theſewords you ſpake, 


Thar you in being mine did pleaſure take : 
Like a good wifc in me you did delight, 

And love encreas'd my value in your fight. 
And unto. you ſo precious was | then 

That you preferred me before all men. 
Thenthink ir nodiſgrace that thou art nam'd 


My wife, for which thou maiſt be griey'd, not (ſham'd. 


VVhen rath Capaners in the warrs did fall , 
Fyadne bluſht nor ar his faulc ar all. 

Though Fpiter did fire with fire ſuppreſs, 

Yer Phaeton was beloved ne*re the leſs, 

And Semele did nor loſe old Cadmus love , 
Becauſe ſhe periſh'd by her ſure ro Jove, 

Then ſince char I am ſtrucken with Foves flame, 
Let not a crimſon blu(h thy fair cheek itn, 

Bur wirh freſh courage rather me defend, 

Thar for a good wife, F may thee commend, 
Shew now thy vertue in adverſity, 

The way to glory through hard waics doth lie. 

V Vho would talke of He#or had Troy happy been 2 
For vertue in adverſity is ſeen, ; 
Typhis Art fails when no waves are ſcen, 

In health Apollo's art hath no efteem., 

Thar vertue which before time lay conceal'd, 

In trouble doth appearzand is revcal'd. 

My fortune gives thee ſcope to raiſe thy fam2 , 
And by thy vertue to adyance thy name. 

Then uſe the time) for theſe unhappy daies. 

Do open a fair way for to ger praiſe, 


E LEGIE Iy. 
He writes to bis friend in his diſtreſs, 
boſe name by ſig'ts be doth expreſs. 
Friend , though thou a Gentleman art born, 
Y<r thou by yercue doſt rhy birth adorn, 


Tg YTuey wa wi Yak. 


Lib, &. 
Thy Fathers courreſie ſhineth in thy mwinde, 
And yer this courrehie is with courage joyn'd. - 
In the e thy Fathers Elcquence doth dwell , 
Whom none could in the Roman Court excel. 
Then ſince by ſignes 1 am entorc'd to name thee , 
1 hope for praiſing you, you will net blame me : 
'Tis not my fault, your gifts do it preclaim » 
Be what you ſeem, and 1 deſerve no blame. 
Beſides, "i love in verſe expreſt, I rruſt 1 
Shall not harme thee, fince Ceſar is moſt juſt : 
Our Countries Father, and ſo milde, thathe 
Suffers his name within my verſe to be. 
Nor can he now forbid it if he would, 
Ceſar is publick, and a common good. 
Tupiter ſometimes lets the Poets praiſe 
His a&ts, that ſo their wits his deeds may raiſe. 
Thy caſe by two examples good derth ſeem , 
The one believ*d a God, the other ſeen. 
Or elſe Vle rake the fault, and to it ſtands 
To ſay my Letter was ner in thy hand, 
Nor thus by writing have I newly arr'd » 
Wirth whom by words [ often haye conferi'd. 
Then friend, leſt rhou be blam'd , thou necd'ſt nat fear 
For ir is I that muſt the envy bear. 
For if you'l nor diflemble a known truth, 
I lov'd your Father even from my youth. 
And you know how he did approve my wir, 
More than in my own judgement I thought fir, 
And ofrentimes he would ſpeak of my verſe, 
And grace them while he did the ſame rchearſe, 
Nor do I give theſe fair vordsunto thee 
Bur to thy Father,who firſt lovcd me. 
Nor do | fatter, fince my lives as paſt, 
I can defend, excepr ir be the laſt , 
And yer my fault no wicked crime can be, 
It that my griefs benor unknown to thee. 


Triſtium. 
Tr was an errour brought me to this ſtate, 
Then ſuffer me now to forget my fare, 


Break not my wounds which yer ſcarce cloſed are, 


Since reſt ic {elf can hardly help my care. 
Andth ough to ſulter juſtly I am thought, 
There was no wicked purpole in my fault : 
Which Ceſar knowing, luftcr'd me to live » 
Nor to another my goods did he give. 
And this ſame baniſhmenr perhaps ſhall ceaſe, 4 
When lengrh of rime his anger ſhall appeaſe. 
And now | pray he would me hence remove , 
( If this requeſt would not immodeſt prove. ) 
To ſome more quiet baniſhment, where I 
Might live far fromthe cruel enemy. 
And ſuch is Ceſars clemency that he, 
Would grant it, if ſome askr this boon for mee, 
The ſhores of rhe Euxine Sea do me contain, 
Which heretofore the Axtne they did name, 
The ſcas are rofled with a bluſtring winde . 
Nor can ſtrange ſhips any ſafe harbour finde, 
And round abour blood-caring men do live , 
Thus ſca and land do equal terrour give. 
Nat far off, ſtands that curſed Altary where 
All ſtrangers to Diana offered were. 
Theſe bloedy kingdomes once King Thoas had 
Not envi'd nor deſir*d, they were fo bad, 
Here the fair'Epigenta did devile , 
To pleaſe her Goddeſs withthis ſacrifice. 
Whither as ſoon as mad Oreftes came , 
Tormenred with his own diſtraed brain, 
And Phoceis with him, his companion , 
Who two in body, were in minde bur one. 
To rthis {14 Alrar they were beund, which ſtood 
Before a pair of garcs imbru'd wich bleod. 
Yer.in themſelves no fear of death they had , 
B:r one friend forthe ochers death were lad, 


Lib. 4. 
The Prieſt with Faulchion drawn Rood ready rhere; 
With a courſe filler beund abour his hair. 

Biit when ſhe knew her Brothers yoice, ſhe came 

And did embrace him that ſhould have been flain. 

And being glad ſhe left the place, and then 

She chang'd the rites, which Dian did contemn , 

Unro this fartheſt region I am come , 

Which even Gods and men dolikewiſe ſhun. 

Theſe barbarous rites near my country a1e maintain'd 
If a barbarous country may be Ovid's Land : 

May thoſe windes ear me back, which took Oreftes 
When Ceſar isappeas'd for my offence, (hence, 


ELEGIE V. 


His grief to his friend be doth reveal, 
hoſe name he ou purpoſe doth conceg!, 


Chicfeſt friend *'mongſtrhoſe were loy'd of me, 
The only ſanQuary ro my milery, 
By whoſe ſweer ſpeech my ſoul reviv'd again, 
As oyle pouwr'd in, revives the watching flame, 
Who didſt nor fear a faithful port to open , 
And refuge to my ſhip with Thunder broken. 
With whoſe revenucs I ſupply'd ſhould be, 
If Ceſar had rookmy own goods from mee, 
While violence of the rime dorh carry me, 
Thy name's almoſt ſlipr our of memory ? 
Yer thou doſt know'r, and rouched with rhe flame , 
Of praiſc doft wiſh thou might hy ſelf prociaim, 
It thou wouldſt ſuffer ir, 1 thy name would give, 
And make them that they ſhould thy fame believe. 
I fear my grateful verſe ſhould hurtful be , 
Or unſeaſonable honour ſhould bur hinder thee, 
Since this is ſafe, rejoyce within thy minde, 
Thar lr emember thee that thou werr kinde, 


And © 


| Triflium, 
And 4s thou doft, to help with Oarcs ſtrive , 

Till Ceſar pleag*d, ſome gentler winde arrive, 
And til bear up my hcad which none can ſave , 
Bur he that plung'd me in the Stygian wave , 
And which is rare, be conſtant ro the end, 

In every office of a ſtedfaſt friend. 

So may thy fortune happily proceed, 

Thar rhou no help, bur others thine may need, 
May ſo thy Wife in goodnels equal thee, 

And in thy bed may diſcord {-ldome be. 

May thy kindreds love be unto thee no other, 
Than that was (hew'd to Caſtor by his Brother, 
May ſo thy ſon belike thee, and in's prime, 

By his carriage may racy know him to be thine. 
May thy Daughter make thee a Farther-law to be , 
And give the Name of Grand-farher to thee. 


ELEGIE VT. 


Though time all things dith aſſwage , 
Yet his ſorrow more doth rage. 

So that being tyr' d, at lengths 

Tg bear bis grief behad no ſtrength. 


N time the Oxe endures the labouring plough, 
[| And to the crooked yoke his neck doth boy : 
In time the Horſe doth to the reines ſubmir, 
And p:rntly rakes into his mouth the bir. 
In time the Aﬀrich Lyons older grow, 
Nor do they ſtil! their former fiercenels ſhow, 
Time makes rhe grape ro ſwell until the skin 
Can ſcarce contain the wine that is within. 
Time brings the ſecd unto an ear at laſt , 
And mxkerh Apples ro be ſweer in taſte. 
Time weares the plough-ſharc thatdoth curthe clay , 
- of he Adamant and Flint it wears away, 
This 
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Lib. &. 
This by degrees fierce anger dorh appeaſe, 

[t leflens ſorrow, and ſad hearts doth caſe. 

Thus lengrh of time can'every thing impair, 
Excepr it be the burthen of my care, - 
Since | was banithr corn hath twice been rhreſhr , 
The Grapes have twice with naked feer been preſt; 
Yer inci1is time no patience can I gains 

My minde moſt treſhly dorh her grict retain. 

Even as old Oxen often ſhun the yoak 

And the horſe will nor be bridlcd that was broke; 
My preſent grief is worſe than that before z 

Which by delay encreaſes more and more, 
Preſent griefs better known than paſt griefs are, 
And being berter known they bring more care, 
Beſides,'tis ſomerhing, when we bring freſh ſtrength ; 
And are nor tyr'd before with griefs fad length. 

The new wraitler on the yellow ſand is ſtronger , 
Than he whoſe arms areryr'd with ſtriving longer; 
The unwounded Fencer, berrzr is than he, 

Within whoſe blood the weapons dyed be. 

A new built ſhip refiſts the windes fell power , 
When an old one's broken with rhe ſmalleſt ſhower, 
And we more pariently before did bear , 

Thoſe ſorrows which by time encreaſed are : 

Bclicve it, I grow faint, and 1 am ſure » 

My body will not long theſe griefs endure. 

My ſtrengrh nor colour doth nor now abide 

And my lean skin my bones can ſcarccly hide. 

My body and my minde too is not well , 

Which on the thoughrof gricf doth alway dwell : 
The Ciry and my friends both abſent are , 

And wife , than whom there's none ro me {o dear 4 
Bur the Scythians and a rout of Getes here be , 

Bath abfent rhings and preſent trouble me : 

One hope there is which yiclds me ſome relief , 
Thar dcath will gre an end unto muy grief. 


ELE'GLIE 


Triltium, 


ELEGIE VIL 
He deth here excuſe his friend , 
That no letters to bim did ſend, 


Frer cold winter twice the Sun hath come, 


And through the Fiſhes twice his journey run : 


Why was not thy right hand ready for to ſhew 
Thy love by writing, verſes, though a few, 
When I did open any lerrers ſeal, 
Why did I hope it would thy Name reveal ? 
I hope many a Lerter hath been writ by thee, 
Though none of them were yer deliver'd me , 
I ſooner will believe Meduſa's head, 
Wirth ſnaky heirs was round encompaſſed. 
Or Scylla, or Chymera's monſtrous frame , 
Lyon and Serpent parted with a flame. 
Or that the M;notaure hath ever been, 
Or Cerberus with his tripple Dogs face ſeen. 
Or Sphynx, or F1-Þ'es, Gyants that had feer z 
Like Seryents, Gzges, or the Cent aures flect , 
1 will belicvc rheſc things may ſooner be, 
Than that thou art chang'd and haſt forgotten me. 
For many Mountains now *rwixt thce and 1, 
And wany Rivers, Ficlds, and Seas, do lye. 
And many things thy Letters may prevents 
From coming to us, which from thee were ſent. 
Overcome rieie lers by writing oft ro us, 
Thar 1 may noralwaies excuſe thee thus, 


ELEGIE. VIIL 
Ovid grreves that he zs ſent, 
In his old age to baniſhmenr, 


Y temples like the ſwans ſoft feathers are, 
and white old age doth cover my black hair. 
Now adle age and weak years coming be , 
And now to bear my (elf dothtrouble me, 


Now 


Lth, 4: 


Now all my former labours I ſhould end, 
And without fear my lite in quiet ſpend : 
And now my minde ſhould take her reſt ar leiſure, 
And in my itudy I ſhould live ar pleaſure , 
To my houſe and Gods, ſome henour I ſhould grant, 
And my Fathers Lands, which now their Maſter want. 
Thar in my Nephews or wives bolomel , 
Wirhin my Country might grow old and die. 
Thus formerly I hop'd my age ſhould cnd : 
And thus 1 had deſerv'd theſe years to ſpend , 
The Gods were not pleas'd, fince I being roſt, 
By tempeſts, 2m in Sarmata (ctar laſt, 
The bruiſcd ſhips are drawn intothe Dock , 
Leaſt in the Middle ſtream they ſhould be broke , 
Leaſt the horle ſhould ſhame his gorten viR'ry paſt, 
In che mcadow he is pur to graze at laſt : 
The Souldier that's unfit his arms £2 bear, 
Hangs up his Armour which he once did weare, 
So ſince with age my ſtrength is now decreaſed, 
It is time I ſhould from labour be releaſcd. 
It isno time in foraign lands to ſtay » 
Nor at a Getich ſpring my thirſt ro allay« 
Bur in my Garden now to take delight » 
And then again to enjoy the Citics fight. 
And thus my minde nor knowing future ill » 
I wiſht 1 might in age live quice till , 
The fares withſtood, and gaveme a happy time 
Ar firſt, bur loaded theſe laſt daics of nune : 
And fifty years being ended withour fairy, - + 
In the worſt of my life I bear the blame, 
Being neare unto the marke at which 1 aim'd , 
The remainder of my lifc {ad ruine gain'd, 
The Chariot of my life was eycrthrown. 
When ir unto the goalc was almoſt come, 
And *gainſt me have enforc'd him to be wrath , 
Than whom the world none more milder hath, 
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low 


Triſttum. 
Though my offence ore-came his clemency , 

To grant me life he never did deny, 

Bur n-ar the North-pole I my life muſt lead, 

In t'1: land which by the Erxxine Sea doth ſpread, 
Had rhe De/phian Oracle told theſe things to me, 
Thar placc had lezmi'd rhen moſt vainto be. 
Ther.'s nothing though the Adamaat ir contain, 
Thar can be ſtronger rhan Joves ſudden flame, 
There's norhing is ſo high or plac'd above 

Danger, bur rhat it is fer under 7ove, 

Though part of my grief did come by my own fault, 
Yer Caeſars wrath my utter ruine wrought, 

Bur be vou now admoniſh'd by my fate , 

To plcaſc that man who equals gods in ſtate, 


E LEGLIE ILX, 
Here be doth admonifh one, 
That be proceed not to do him W008. 


g Ince thou art content I will conceal thy name, 
And drench thy deeds in Letbean waves again, 
And thy late rears our mercy ſhall o're-come 

So thou repent of that which thou haſt done, 

Bur if harrcd of us ſtill thy boſome warmes , 

My unhappy grief muſt rake up forc:d armes, 
'Tho:gh 1 am baniſhr to the fartheſt lands , 

My 2ng-r may from thence reach our her hands, 
All right of laws great Ceſar did me grant, 

My puniſhment is, my Country for to want, 

Ard it he live, we may hope our rcturn , 


The Oake looks green which pang once did burne, 


it I had no power to revenge, ar length , 

Tie Muſes then would lend me help and trength ; 
v1 hough in r'1e Sezthian coaſls | here dolic 5 
Whcreas the ſtarry ſignes arc ever drie: 

Yer through large ſpacious lands my praiſe ſhall go, 
And all the world my [2d complaint ſhall know, 


Whar 
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'har 


Lib. 4. 


Whar we ſpeak in the Weſt, unto the Eaſt;ſhall fic, 


And the Eaſt hall hear my Weſtern harmony, 
Beyond both lands and Scas chey ſhall hear me 
In a loud voice ſhall my lamenting be, 

Nor ſhall the preſent age, thee only blame, 

Bur of poſteriry thou ſhalr be rhe ſhame, 


I am now difpol'd to fight, though I have not blown 


The trumper, and I wiſh no cauſe were known. 


Though the Circk ceaſc, rhe Bull doth caſt aloof, 


The ſand, and bears the earth with his hard hoof ; 
And now my Muſe ſound the retreat again 
While that he may ditlemble his own name, 


ELEGIE X. 


In ihzs ſweet Elegie at laſt, 

Ovid ſhews his life that's paſt, 
Deſcribes bis birth, and doth rehearſe, 
How he took delight in werſe, 


Oſteriry receive me with delight, 

For it is | that once vf Love did write, 
$#u!mo.my country is where cold ſprings riſ2, 
And fifteen miles it from rhe City lics, 

ere was I born, and as you know right well , 
When berth thc Conluls by like forrune fell, 
Beſides, I was heir ro my Grandefather by right , 
Nor made a gentleman by fortunes might. 
After my Brother 1 was borne ar laſt , 
When rwelve months from his birth were fully paſt, 
And both of us were born upon one day , 
On which two wafer cakes we uPd ro pay. 
Of rhole five feaſts ro Pallas memory , 
This is the firſt which bloody ug'd to be. 
Forth-with we being young» by our Fathers care, 
Did goto men in Art that fami1's 11 eres 
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Trifttum. 
My Brother in ſweer eloquence did delight, 
Being born in wrangling wars of Court to fight, 
Bur t diviner poeſy did fayour, | 

And my Mule did entice me to her labour. 

My Father ſaid, why arc thou thus enclin'd > 
Homer himſelf did leave no wealth bchinde. 
Movy'd with his words,.I left the Muſes well, 
And unto writing proſe I ſtraighrt-way fell. 

Bur then my lines would into numbers run, 

And what 1 writ would ſtraight averſe become, 
In the mean time, years in filence going on , 

I and my brother took the freer gown 

The purple robes our ſhoulders now did cloathe, 
And in our firſt tudies we delighted borh . 

Ar rwenrty years my brother aa, and then 

To want part of my ſelf, I farſt began. 

The honours due to youth we both did take, 
Ar of rhe three men 1 a part did make, 

Being fore'd into the Scnare at the length. 

Thar burden ir was greater than my ſtrength , 
My minde ner body could no pains abide , 

And I did alwaies (hun ambirious pride. 

The Aoninn fifters bid me ſeek ſate leiſure , 
Wherein indecd | alwaies took great pleaſure, 

I loy'd and cheriſh'd Poers of that time, 

For I did think the Poets were divine. 

Old Macer read to me in verſe, of Birds, 

Whar hearbs are hurtful, and what helps affords; 
Oftcn Propertizs did his love recite, 

Toyn'd unto me even by acquaintance right, 
Ponticus in Heroicks, Ballus in Jambicks rare, 
Theic vo my ſ-yeert companions alwaies were, 
And Horraces numbers did my car delight, 
Whilz he verſe unto the Harpe doth ſtrike. 
Virgil | only ſaw, and coverous fares, 
_- Tibulius from my friendſhip hence tran ſlates, 


Lib, 4. 
He was GaR us ſucceſſonr, Propertins followed him. 
In courſe of time I was the fourth came in 
As 1 my elders, my youngers me renowns 
And my Thaleia ſoon abroad was known. 
Twice was my beard cut, when I did rehearſe, 
Unto the people firſt my yourhful verſe, 
One calld Corznna by a teigned names 
In praiſing her did exerciſe my vein- 
Much did I write, but what I faulty deem'd, 
I gave them to the fre for ro amend, 
And when I fled, I burnt ſeme things 1 loy'd, 
For with my verſe and ſtudy 1 was mov'd. 
A light occaſion would move my ſoft heart, 
Which ſoon would be o'recome by Cupid's Darr, 
Yer with loves fire being quickly ſer on flame, 
There was no ſcandal went under my name. 
To me a boy , an unthrifry wife they aflign » 
Who was married to me bur alictle rime « 
My next wite though ſhe were without all blame, 
Yer in my bed ſhe did nor long remain. 
My laſt abides theſe latter years and can , 
Endure to be wife to a baniſh'd man, 
My ſecond Daughter did two husbands rake , 
And twice a grandefather of me did make. 
My Father now his life even finiſht had , 
While nine rimes four years he to mine did add, 
I wept for him, as he would have done for mez 
And then my Morher dyed preſently. 
Happy and rimcly rothe grave they went 
Becauſe they di'd before my baniſhmene, 
And I am happy ſince while they did live, 
They had no cauſe ar all for me to grieve. 
Tt ought remain unto the dead bur names. 
And the thin Ghoſt do ſcape the Funeral flames, 
If you my Parents hear ſome ſad report, 
And that my faults are in the Srygian Court, 

G 


4 


Triſtium, 
Know then {whom ro deceive is not my intent} 
Errour, not wickedneſs caus'd my baniſhment, 
Thus mich rethe dead, to you I now returns 
Thar the aRions ot my life would fain diſcern. 
Now whiteneſs, when my beſt years {pended were, 
Came on and mingl'd with my ancicnt haire. 
The horle-man with P/ſean Olive crown'd, 
Huh ſince my birch gor en prizes renown'd, 
When as the Emperours wrath doth me command , 
To Tomos which by Euxine Sca doth ſtand. 
1 need not ſhe the cauſe of my ſad fall , 
Which is already too well knon ro alle 
Whar (hall I ſhew the treacherous intent 
Of friends and feryants , bad as baniſhment. 
Yer my minde ſcorn'd to yeild to grief ar lengrity 
And ſhew'd her ſelf invincible in ſtrength, 
And forgetting of my quierlife, 1 than 
To take arms in my unwonred hand began. 
In more perils I by {ca and land have been , 
Than ſtars berween the ſhining Poles are ſecn, 
Arlaſt I arrived at the Getich coaſt, 
Joyn'd to Sarmatia, being with errors tot , 
Though noiſe of wars doround abour me rage , 
Yet by my verſe I did my grief aflwage. 
Thongh there be none that can my words receive , 
Yer thus I do the day alone deceive. 
In that | live and labour ſtill berween 
And that the time doth nor ro me long ſcem, 
Thanks Muſe to thee, for thou doſt yeeld relief, 
Thou arr the eaſe and medicine of my grit. 
Thou arr mv guide, from Iſther me doſt bring , 
And placeſt me in the Heliconian ſpring. 
And haſt given me in my life rime a great name, 
Which after deathis given till by fame. 
Enviz which doth ar preſent things repine, 
Hath nevcr bitten any work of mine, 


Though 


Tb, d) . 
Though many Poers in this age forth cam@g 
Yer fame was never envious ro my name- 

I preter'd many who of me {till {cd 

Nao leſs, and through the world i ſhall be read, 
If Poers any truth do Prophchie. 

I ſhall nor all be carth when 1 do die, 

If favour ormy verſe gave me this fame , 
Kinde Reader I do thank thee for the ſame. 


DÞ>pEEPHEIPHHS $ÞIÞÞEEGHIÞS 
LIB, v. ELEGY I 


He writeth heye unto his friend, 
T; whom he doth this book commend, 


His Book which cometh from the'-Getich ſhore ,- 
Add thou (my friend) unto tht orher four. 
For this is like unto the Ports times , 
And thou ſhalt knde no ſweerneſs in my lines, 
My verle and forrune full of ſorrow bes 
My marter wirh my writing dorh agree : 
Being happic, ina pleaſant veine 1 writ, 
Bur now alaſs 1 dorepent of ir, 
Bur when | fell, my ſad chance I proclaim, 
And I my ſelf the Argument do frame, 
Even as the Swan thx: on the banck dorh lie. 
Bewails her ſelf when ſhe is near ro dye. 
So I being caſt on the Sarmat:ch ſhoare z 
My own ſad funeral do here deplore. 
if any do in wanton verle delight, 
L adviſe him notroread whar I do write , 
Gallus and fweer Proporties fircer be, 
Whole nxmes do flouriſh till in memory. 
And in their number would I might nor fall , 
Nias why hath my Muſe ey:n ſpoke at all? 
Burt 


Trifilum. 
Bur now to Seythia for a puniſhment, 

He that did write of quivered love is ſent. 

Yer Ihave bent my friends unto my vein , 

And bid them ts bee mindful of my Name. 

If ſome would know why 1 ſo much do fing 
Of grief, aſcribe it to my ſuffering , 

We do not now compoſe with will and Art, 
Sorrow doth to the matter wit impart » 

How ſmall a part of grief is in my verſe, 

He's happie thar his ſufferings can rehearſe, 

As ſhrubs in wood , or ſands which Tyber guild, 
Or the loft blades of graſs in Marſes field, 
So many miſeries do we now endure , 

Of which my Muſes are the onely cures 

If rhou ask when 'Ovid ends his weeping lines ? 
I anſwer, when I do finde berter times, 

She this complaint from a full ſpring affords, 
They are nor mine, bur my miſ-fortunes words. 
If ro me my Wife and Country thou reſtore , 

I ſhall be merry as 1 was before. 

It Ceſars ak ro me become more milde , 
Ple give thee verſes that with mirth are fill'd. 
Yer ſhall my writing nor ſo jeſt again. 
Though once it ran our in a wanton veine, 

Ple fing what ſhall by Ceſar be approv'd, 

If that I might be from rhe Getes remoy'd , 

Till chen fad matter in my books ſhall be, 

This pipe doth unto funerals agree, 

Bur rhou may ſay, *cwere better for to cover 


Thy griefs, and ſtrive in filence chem ro ſmother. 
Thou wouldſt have rorments, yer no groans reſound , 


Thou bidft him not to weep that hath a wound. 
In that Bull which Per:llas once did frame, 
Phalleris ſuffer'd rherh to roar and complain, 
And Priam's tears, Achilles did not blzme , 
Bur thou more cruel wouldſt my tears reſtrain, 
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Lib, To 
When Dian Niobe did childleſs leave , 

She did nor bid her thar ſhe ſhould nor grieve. 

'Tis ſomething by words ro caſe {orrows vein« 

Which makerth Progne al waies to complain, 

This made Peantius inacold Cave lye, 
Wearying the Lemnzan rocks even with his crie, 
Sorrow conceal'd doth choak and inward well, 
Reſtraint to gather ſtrengrh derh ir compel. 

1 hen pardon me,or leave my works even quite , 
It they harme thee which do me much delight, # 
Bur yer they can be hurrtul unto none» 

Which only have their Authour overthrown 

1 confels rhey arc ill, who bids thee rake them then ? 
Or who forbids thee lay them down again. 

Yer that they may be read ar laſt of thee, 

More barbarous rhan the place they canner be. 
Rome with her Poers ſhould not mie compare, 
Though *mongſt the Saxromates 1 witty were » 
Laſtly, Iſcck no glory to obtain , 

Nor that which ſpurs up wit, aſpiring fame : 

I v ould not have my minde ro wafte with care , 
Which till breaks in though they forbidden are. 
This makes me write bur if you ask why 1 ſend 
Thele boeks, it isro viſit you my friend, 


ELEGIE IL, 


Ae bids his wife not to fear, 

To entreat Cxſar that he wou'd beay 
Hzs caſe, and aftey be content, 

To grant I:m milder baniſhment, 


Hen a lcrrer comes fromPontus art thou pale? 

V V Why does thy hand in opening ir even fail? 
Fear nor, 1 am well, my bodie which I long, 

' Did ne're inure ro pains, now growerh ſtrong, 


And 


Trifttum, {| 
And being vext, by uſe doth waxe more hard, * ; 

Or that ro be ſick rime is now debard : | 

And yer my minde of ſtrength doth ger no more, 

My affe&ions are the ſame they were before. 
Thoſe wounds which I thought time would cloſe again, 
As if they were nzw made pur me to pain : 

Time hath ſome power to heal a litrle croſs, 

Bur grearer ſorrows do by time grow worſe. 

Peantins ren whole years that wound did fced, 

Which from the poyloned ſnake did firſt proceed. 

Let part then of my grief his wrath appeaſe , 

And ler him take ſome drops from the - full ſeas, 
Though he rake off mnch, yer much remain fill ſhall , 
Parr of my puniſhment will be like co all, 

As ſhellson ſhoare, or flowers on beds of Roſes , 

Or as the-grains which Poppie firſt diſcloſes. 

As beaſts in woods, or fiſh in waters ſwims, 

Or birds do beat the gentle air with wings : 

So many are my griefs, and | as well , 

The drops of the 1carian Sea may «ll. 

Though L hide my dangers both by ſea and Land, 

And how my life was ſought by every hand : 

In the barbaroas parr of all che world I lic , 

Which is encompals'd by rhe enemy, 

Since my crime is not bloody, I ſhould be, 

| Conveycd hence, if thou didſt care for mee. 

That God on whom the Roman power dorh lie , 

Harh been moſt milde unto the enemie, 

Why do*ft thou doubt > go and intrear for me, 

Than Ceſar no man can more gentle be , 

What ſhall I do if thou doſt mee forſake ? 

And from the brokcn yoke rliy neck doſt rake , 

And whence ſhall I ſome comtort now provide ? 

Since that my (hip doth at no ancher ride, 
He ſhall ſee, and to the Altar I will runs 
The Altar which no hands ar all doth ſhun, 
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Lib, 5, 
1 abſent ro rhe abſent powers will ſpeak , 
If thata man to Jour his minde may break, 
Thou Ruler of the Empire in whoſe ſafery , 
The Gods do (thew their care of Italy : 
The glory and cxample of thy land 3 
Great as the world which rhou doſt command. 
So dwell on earth, thar heaven may thee deſire , 
And ſlowly to the promiv'd ſtars aſpire, 
Spare me and rake ſome thunder back again, 
Enough of puniſhment will {till remain » 
Thy wrath is milde, thou granteſt me to live, 
And the right of a Citizen ro me didfſt give. 
Nor was my ſubſtance given away, and than » 
Thy Edits calls me nor a baniſht man. 
All which I fear'd, cauic 1 did thee incenſe, 
Bur thy wrath was mor2 milde than my offence. 
To baniſh me ro Pentxs thou didfſt pleaſe , 
While that my Ship did cur the Scythiaz Seas, 
Thus ſent, ar the Euxine ſhores | landed ſtraight, 
\Which under the cold Pole are {ciruare, 
Nor with the cold aire here more vex'd am 1, 
Nor hoary froſt which on rhe clods doth lic : 
Or that they are ignorant of the Larine rongue. 
And Grecian {pecch by Getich is orecome, 
As that | am encompaſs'd round with warre , 
So thar within the walls we ſcarce ſafe are : 
Somerimes there's peace, bur yer no truſt rherein, 
We fcar the wars until the wars begin. 
So | remove, may Charibdis me devour , 
And lend me down unto the Stygian power. 
In«#tnz's ſcorching flame le burn with eaſe 
Or be thrown into rhe Leucadian ſeas, 
For to be miſcrable 1do not refuſe, 
Bur yer a ſafer miſery 1 would choſe, 


ELEGIE 


Triſtium, 


ELEGTIE III. 
To Bacchus that he would but ſpeap , 
ToCxlar and for him entreat. 


Acchus, this day the Peers keepto thee , 
If in the time, I not deceived be, 
' Tying ſweet garlands round abour their head, 
While much in praiſe of wine by them is ſed, 
Mongſt whom while 1 was ſuffered by my fare, 


I made up ones whom thou didſt not then hate, 


Bur now plac'd under the ſtars of the Bear , 
Sarmatia holds mee to the Getes ſo near. 
I thatdid lead a life from labour free , 
In my ſtudy or inthe Muſcs company: 
Now Getichs weapons laſh en cvery hand, 
Having ſuffered much before by ſea and land, 
Whether fare or angry Gods did this aſſign. 
Or that the Parce trown'd at my birth-time ? 
Yer by thy power thou ſhouldſt have helped me, 
One of the adorers of rhy lvie tree. 
Or can no God ever alter rhat decree , 
Which once the fatal Ladics Prophehie. 
Thou by deferr in Heaven a ſcar doſt hold , 
And mad'ſt rhy way through labours manifold? 
Nor did thy Country alwaies thee contain, 
Bur ro rhe Getes and ſnow; Strymon came, 
To Perſes and to Gnees \ andrine, {tream, 
And all thoſe warers Indians drink unclean, 
The Parce that the faral threads do ſpin, 
To the rwice borne, twice this decree did ſing, 
If 1 by the Example of the Gods may go, 
A hard eſtate of life doth keep me low. 
And in as heavy a manner as | fell , 
Whom 7ove for bragging did from Thebes expel. 


When thou heardſt thy Pozrt was this thunder-ſtruck , 
For thy morhers ſake ſome grict thou might have 
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Lib. 4. 
And looking on thy Poers mighr'ſt ſay thus ; 
One here is wanting thar pwch henour'd us. 
Help Bacchus, and may ſo a double vine, | 
Burden the Elme, the grapes being full of wine. 
So may the Bacche with the Satyres be , 

Ready ro make an amazed crie to thee, 

And may Lycurgius bones be hardly preſt , 

And Pentheus ghoſt from torment never reſt. 

So may thy wives clear crown within the skie 
Shine ever , and excel rhoſe ſtarrs are nigh , 
Come hither and help me in my ſad eſtate , 
Remember I was one of thine of late. 

The gods have one ſociety, ſtrive ro encline , 
Great Ce/a7”'s power by that ſame power of thine. 
And you Poets that my fcllow ſtudents be, 

Take winc, and after pray the ſame for me. 

And lerſome of you, when Ovids name he hears, 
Ser downthe cup and mingle it with rears, 
Saying when he doth all the reſt eſpic, 

Where's 0v:id,once one of our company ? 

Do this if my candour did deſerve your loye , 

Or it I ne*re did any line reprove, 

It while I reverence former men that writ, 

I am held equal nor beneath in wir : 

If with Apollo's favour you would frame 

A verſe, rhen keep among you ſtill my name, 


ELEGLIE Iv. 

This Letter heye doth deſcry, 

Orvids grief and miſery , 

And 1t praiſeth much a friend, 

That was conſtan* to the end, 
[| Owads Lertcr, from Eyxine Land 

Am come, being ryr'd borh by ſca and land : 
Who weeping ſaid, go thou andviſit Rome, 
Thy ſtare is berter than my tatal doom, 


Weeping 


Weeping he writ me, nor at his mouth would wag ' 


The leal, which ro his moiſt checks he did fer, 
If any one my cauſe of grief would know, 

He wiihes i th- ſamm to him ſhould ſhow : 

He ſees no leaves in woods, in ficlds no graſs, 
Nor how the warer in full ſtreams doth pals. 
He may ask why Priam gricv'd for HefFors ſake , 
Why Philofete: gro:n'd, ſtung by a Snake. 
Would the Gods would put him wto luch a ſtare , 
Thar he ſhould have no caule to wail his fare * 
Yer as he ought he endures his miſeries , 

Nor like a wild: hotſe from his bridle flies 2 

He hopes that C-(1rs wrath will nor till aft, 
Knowing no wickedn:{s in his faulcs thar's paſt, 
He calls to minde great Ceſar's clemency , 
Which by himlclt he doth excmplitie. 

For thar he keeps his wealth, and ſtill doth liye , 
And is a Citizcn, all this he doth give. 

Yer rhee 7if thou bcliev'ſt me) he doth beare, 
Alwaies in minde, and above all things dear. 
His Patroctus and Pylades tho ſhalr be, 

His Theſeus and Euryalus hecalls rhee : 

Nor dorh he wiſh his Country more to [ce 
Ard thoſe things which with it now abſent be, 
Than to ſce thy tace, than hony ſweerer ſtil! : 
With which the Atrich Bee the Hive doth fill. 
Ofrbeing ſad , the time ro minde he doth call, 
And gricves that death did nor prevent his fall : 
When ſome my ſudden miſery did ſhun 

Nor to the threſhold of my houſe would come : 
He remembers thou moſt faithful didſt remain, 
If any two or three a few do ' name. 
And though amazed he did then. perceive 
Thar thou as much as he himſelf didſt grieve, 
Thy words and ſighs he uſually declares, 
Ana how his boſome was wer with thy rears. 


Lib, To | 
1 Of Which he faies he will be mindful ever, 

| Wherher he ſee day , or the earth him cover. 

He would ſwear ever by his head and thine, 
Which as his own he eſteemed ar thar time. 

He (hall return thy love full chanks again , 

Nor (hall chy Ox:n plough the ſhoare in vain, 
Defend a baniſh'd many 1 ask whar he 

Himſelf doth not ask, that hath well known thee, 


ELEGIE V. 
His Wives birtb he doth celebrate > 
And prayes ſhe may be fortunate. 


Y Wives birth-day duc honour doth expeR, 
My hands do nor thoſe holy rites negleR, 
Thus zlyſſes in rhe fartheſt part of all 

The world, did keep a folemn feſtival. 

Ler now my tongue forger paſt griefs againz 
Which I fear hath forgor good words to frame, 
That garment which | once a year do take, 

Ile wear. being white, and ualik: ro my face , 
And a green Altar ſhall of rurt be made, 

And a garland round abour the Alrar laid. 

Boy give me incenſe making a far flame » 

And wine thart in the fire may hifs again. 
Birth-day, L wiſh chatchvu may ſtill came here 
Profperous,and unlike ro mine appear. 

if any ill-fare hover o're my wite, 

Ler me endure it in my wrerched life, 

And ler my ſhip bruis'd with a grieyous ſtorme, 
Saile on her way through ſafe ſeas wirhour harme, 
In her houſe and country lex her rake delight, 
Tis enough that theſe are raken from my ſighs. 
Tho zgh in her husband ſhe unhappie be, 

Ler her other parr of life from clouds be free, 
May ſhe live and loyc her abſear husband now 7 
And ſpend choſs larcer years which fares allow, 
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Triftium, 
And mine too, bur I fear my fare would give 
Some infe&ion te thoſe years which ſhe dork live, 
Nothing is certain, tor whe*d think chart I , 
Should *mongſt the Getes keep this ſolemnity? 
Look how the winde towards Italy now drives 
The ſmoak,that from the incenſe doth arilc, 
There is {enſc in the clouds, which fire doth ſhow , 
Bur what ir doth porrend, 1 donor know. 
When thoſe brothers once did ſacrificing ſtand z 
Who after were ſlain by each others hand. 
In two parts the black flame did upward gey 
As if it were by them commanded fo. 
I remember once 1 ſaid it could nor be, 
And Chalimachrns was nor believ'd of me. 
Now | believe, ſince chou wiſe ſmoak do'ſt bead 
Fer the No: th, and towards Iraly do'ſt alcend. 
This is the Day, which if ir had not been, 
No feaſt-day had of wretched me been ſeen : 
This day brought vertues that moſt equal were, 
To thoſe ſame men whoſe fames did ſhine moſt clear, 
Chaſtity and conſtancy with her were borne, 
Bur no joyes began upon thar day forlorne, 
Bur labour, cares, and ſad adverſity , 
And like a widdow all alone ro lie. 
Yer goodneſs by adverſity is try'd » 
And prais d that dorh in hardeſt rimes abide * 
Had #!yſſes ſeen no troubles in his daies, * 
Peaelgye had becn happy withour praiſe, 
Evadne had laine in the earth unknown , 
If her husband conquerour from Thebes had come, 
Of Peltas Daughters one is prais'd by fame, 
Becauſe the married an unhappy man, 
Had another firſt gone on the Trojan ſhore, 
Of Laodameia we ſhould hear no more : 
And tha affeQion had been till unknown, 
If that a fair winde in my ſails had blo» 
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Ltb, 5 . 
You Gods and Ceſar, which to you ſhall go, 
When he hath liv'd out Neſtor s years below. 
Spare not me, who due puniſhment receive , 
Bur her that doth unworthily now grieve. 


ELEGIE VI, 


Here be doth entreat his friend 
Not to leave h.m in the end. 


T Hou that weit once the hope of my affairs, 
A refuge and a haven ro my cares, 

Do'ſt thou ferger thy friend in milery ? 

Thar pious office doſt rhou now lay by ? 

My burden theu ſhould*ſt nor have undergone, 
If in this time thou weuld'ſt have laid it down, 
Palinurns thou in the ſea doſt leave my barke » 
Fly nor, bur be theufairhful in thy Art. 
Anutamedon in the barrel never tied, 

Nor left Ach:[les horſe unmanaged. 

Podalius whom he rook to cure, would till 

Give him that help he promit*d by his skill, 
Berter nor takegthan corhruſt forth a gueſt 
Ler my hand on thy Altar firmly reft : 

To maintain me ar firſt thou did*ſt intend , 

Mc and thy iudgement do thou now defend, 

If thar theres be no new offence of mine » 

To make thee change thy taich for any crime, 
My breath which | in Scyth:a ferch ſo flow , 

I wiſh may firſt our of my body go, 

E're any fault of mine thy breaſt do more , 

Or thar I ſcem leſs worthy of thy love. 

We are nor ſo by unjuſt fares oppreſt , 
Thar lenerh of miſery ſhould diſturb my breaſts 
Suppoſe it were, how often did Oreftes , 

Speak froward words againſt his Pylades. 

Nay it is true that he did ſtrike his friends 

Yer in friendſhip he continued to the ends 
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Triſtium. 
In this the wretched with the rich are eveny 
Thar unco both much flarrery is given. 
Wegive the way unto the blinde, and thoſe 
Who are fear'd, beczuſe they wear the purple cloarhes, 
You ſhould ſpare my fortune rhough you ſpare not me, 
There is no place now angry for to be. 

Chuſe the leaſt ſorrow which I do ſuſtain, 

'Tis more than that whereof thou doſt complain. 
As ditches hidden are with many a reed, 

Or as the Bees, which do on Hybla feed. 

Or like rhole grains which by the Ants are found , 

And in a ſmall path carried under ground, 

Ev<n ſuch a troop of ſorrows compals me, 

Bclicye me, my complaint mighr greater be, 

He rhar is not centent hcrewith, may pourc 

W ater 10 the Sea, or ſands unto the ſhore. 

Thcr.fore thy unſ- ſonable rage appeaſe, 

Nor leave wy ſails in the midſt of the Seas, 


ELEGLIE VII, 
His miſertes he here repeats, 
With the manners aud babit of the Geress 


His lexrer which thou readſt, from thence did come 
Where Ifthey into the green ſea doth run. 
If thou enjoy'ſt thy life and ſweereſt health, 
| ſhall be fortunare in that wy (elf ; 
Doubrlefs dear friend rhou ask-ſt how I do ? 
Which though I Glent were, yct thou maieſt know , 
| am wretched, this my ſumme of grict doth giye, 
Who cre offenderh Ceſar lo thall live. 
If thou wouldft know the pEople of this region, 
Of Tomogs,and thejr manners and condition, 
Though Getes and Gr&cians here do ſpread it ore, 
This land of ragged Getes containtrh more, 
The Sarmattans and rhe Getes coptinually, 
In croopes upon their Horſcs do pals by, 
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Mongſt which theresnone bur bears his bow in ſhew, 
And Arroys vh:ch with vipers blood leok blew. 
A wilde voice, fierce look,deaths trueſt ſhape they have, 
And then theic hair and beard they never ſhaye » 
They are ready with a knife to give a wound, 
Which every {alvage by his {de hath bound : 
Wirh theſc he lives, who of you will mindful be, 
Thy Poet ( Friend) doth theſe both hear and fee 1 
And may he live, and in this place ne're die , 

That my ghoſt trom th.s hated place may flic. 
Thou wrir*ſt my veiſe in Thear..rs is ſung 

And that a loud applauſe to them is rung» 

Thou kno «it | hay* done nothing :n ſtage-waics , 
Nor is my Muſe ambit;ous of applauſe. 

Yer I like ir that my memory they retain) 

And of a baniſh'd man keep up the name : 
Though when I think whar hurt once trom them came, 
1 curſe my Muſes, and my verſe again. 

And having curs'd, | cannot them forſake , 

Thoſe weapons bloodied in my wounds I take. 
The ſhip rorn wth Exbojan waves, yet after 

Dares freely \ail in the Capharian warcr, 

Yer L labour not for praiſe, nor rake | care , 

To get a namegwhich Ferter unknown were, 

With ſtudie I delight my minde, and tric, 

To delude my { -rrows and my caresthereby. 
What ſhould I do on this ſame deſart ſhore? 

Whar orher help for grief can I implore? 

The place ir ſclf is unpleaſ-nt unto me, 

And nothing in the world can {zdder be. 

The men are ſcarcely worthy of that name , 

More cruclty than wolves they do reraine. 

They tearno laws, the right dorh yeild to wrong, 


. The Laws are by the warlike ſword o're-come. 


To k:ey off cold, they skins and mantles wearc, 
And their grim faccs arc hid with long hairc, 
H 3 


Triftium. 
In ſome of them ſome little Greek is found , 
Which is made ba:barous by the Get:c< ſouncy 
Amongft theſe people; rhere is ſcarce one man, 
Thar render common words in Latin can. 

I a Roman Porr (pardon mee | pray , 

You Muſes )ſpeak inthe $4rmatich way. 

I am aſham'd yer through dil-uſe I find, 

Thar latin words come flowly ro my minde- 
And many barbarous words this book deface, 
Which is no fault of mine, bux of the place. 
Yer that I may the latin rongue nor loſe, 

And thart | may ſtill keep my vo'ce in ule. 
Thoſe un-uſed words unto my ſelf I ſpeak , 
And to ſtud.ous colours | retreat; 

Thus 1 draw onthe time,and my ſelf bring? 
From the contemplation of my ſuftcring, 

By verle I ſeck roforger my miſeries, 

If I ger this by ſtudiey it doth ſuffice, 


ELEGIF VIII. 
To envtgh againſt one he doth begin, 
ho bad ra'led firſt at him. 
Hough I am fallen, yer I am nor bencarh thee , 
Than which here's norhing can inferiour be, 
What mak:s rhec w.ck 4 min, to ſtomack me 2 
Inſulcing in char which may hap to thee, 
Cannot my miſcries make thee foft and milde> 
For which the beaſts would weep though they are wilds, 
Fear*ſt rhou nor for. une on a globe thar ſtands, 
Nor yet that hared Geddefſes commands ? 
Rhamnutia will on thee reyenged be , 
Becauſe rhou tread'it upon my miſeric. 
I have ſcen » ſhipyrack and men caſt away , 
Yer that te water w-$ j.;iſt neredid (ay, 
Who once deni*d the poor Lome broken mcar 
Is glad himſclf of begged bread to ear, 
Forcune 


Lib. 5. 
Fortune doth rove with an unconſtant pace, 
And ne're remaineth certain jm one places 

Now ſhe is merry, then ſullen by and by, 

And conſtant in nothing, but inconſtancy , 

We flouriſhr once, but ſoon that Rower did fades 
And this our ſudden blaze of ſtraw was made, 
Yer left thou cruelly rejoyce in_ vain, 

I have ſome hope to pleaſe rhe Gods again. 

My faulc is not wicked,though it merit blame; 
And envie is wanting, to encreaſc my ſhame, 
Beſides, trom ſun-rifing till he down doth go, 
The world a miider man can never ſhow. 

And though he cannot be o'recome by ſtrength, 
Entreaty makes his heart grow ſoft at length. 
And like the Gods to whom he ſhall go at laſt , 
Will pardon me, and give more than I ask. 

If you count the fair and fowle daics ina year, 
You ſhall finde the day hath oftner been clear ; 
Then leaſt thou joy in my ruine any more, 
Think Ceſar may me once again reſtore. 

Think that the Prince appeas'd, it may come to paſs , 
That in the City thou mai'ſt lee my face. 

And ſee thee baniſht for a worſe fault than this, 
Which is the next unto my ſormer wiſh. 


ELEGIE IX. 
He ſhtws why his friend he dares not name, 
Or mention bim for fear of blame. 


T: thou would'ſt let thy name be in my yerſe, 
How often then ſhould I thy name rehearſe ? 
For thou the ſubje& of my ſong ſhouldſt be, 

And each leaf of my book ſhould menticn thee. 

My love to thee through rhe City ſhould be ſpread, 
If baniſhr, 1 amin the City read. 

The pucſent age, and latrer ſhould know thee, 

It that wy writings bear antiquity, 
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Triſtiums, 
Andrthe learned Reader praiſe to thee ſhould give z 
And be honour'd while thar I thy Poet live : 

"Tis Ceſar's gift thar we do breathe this air : 

Afrer the Gods, thanks unto thee due are. 

He gave me life, and rhou do'ſt it maintain, 

Thar ſo I may enjoy that gift agains 

Some were diſmay'd my ruine p. roſee, 

And ſome diſmayed were for companic. 

And b:held my ſhip-wrack from ſome hill on land, 
And to me ſwimming would not reach rheir hand. 
Thou cald | me half dead from the Stygian water, 
And-mad'ſt me to remember this hereafrer. 

May the Gods and Ceſar ſtill be friends ro thee , 
My prayer cannot any larger be, 

Theſc rhings in my witty books I weuld have brought 
To light, it thou the ſame had'ſt firting thought, 
Now though commanded for to hold her peace, 

My Muſe from naming thee can hardly ceaſe. 

As the couples eannor hold the ſtriving hound , 
When he the fooring of the Dear hath found. 

As the fierce horſe with heels and head doth bear , 
On the Liſt-gates till chey be open ſer. 

So my Thaleia (hut in and enclos'd, 

Toname thee though forbidden is diſpos'd, 

Yer leſt a friends love hurt rhee any way , 

Fear noty I will thy own commands obey, 

Becauſe rchou rhink*ſt that 1 do think on thee, 

Since rhou forbid*ſt not, 1 will rhankful be. 

And while this life preſerving light 1 view , 

My ſoul ſhall alwaies ſerve and hononr you, 


ELEGIE X. 
He complains that he three years had ſpent. 
In Pontus # ſad baniſhment. 
dg Ince we came to Ponrys Iſther ewice was froze » 
And thrice the Euxine ſea even hardned grows, 


Ber 
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Lib, c . 
Bur yer as many years they ſeem to mee z $f 
As Troy was under the Greeþ enemie. 

Time ſeems to ſtand, ſo ſlowly ir Foes Ons I'IV:4 
The year moſt ſlackly deth his journey run. 

Nor doth the Selſtice from night take aways 

Nor the winter never ſhortneth rhe day. 

Wirh us the narures of things changed are, 

Which lengthens all things equal ro my care. 

Or doth the time his wonred courſe go on » 

And onely ſcem long unto me alone ? 

While rhe Euxine ſhore ſo call'd by a falſe name, 

Bur more truely Scytbta,doth me contain. 

Fierce wars the Nations ronnd about doth threareny 
Who think their living is by ſtealth well gorren. 
Nothing withor is ſafe, the hill is forcifi'd 

Wirh walls, and the narure of the place beſide. 

The foc like to a ſhoal of birds comes in, 

And drives away the boaty &re he's ſeen. 

Somerimes their darrs in the ſtreers we gather up, ' * * 
Which do flic o're the walls the gates 'being ſhut» - 
If any one to plough'rhe earth: 1s bold. 

One hand the plough) the other armes doth hold 

The Shepheard wirh an helmer, pipes on's reed, 

And ſtcad of Wolves, the ſheep the wars do dreads 

The Caſtle ſcarce defends us, wherein we fear , 

Cauſe rhe Salvages with the Grecians mixed are. 

The B1rbarian here with us doch dwell moſt free, 

And the moſt houſes by him poſſeſſed be, 

Whom though you fear nor, their lookes hareful are, 
Their bodies covered with skins and long hair 2 

Thoſe which from Greece are 9 to be deriv'd, 
Their bodies with the gut 54 flop doth hide. 

They uſe the commerce of a neighbour rongue, 

By geſture each thing is ro me made known, 

For 1 am underſto2d by none of rhem , 

And rhe dull Getes rhe Latin words contemn, 


They 


Trifiium. 


Lv þ-.yee ill of me while that Iam preſent , 
And do obje& ro me my baniſhment. 

And they do think ilLof me oftentimes, 

When while they ſpeak I anſwer them by ſignes. 
And injuſtice is more cruel than the ſword z 

Some in the Court with wounds are often goar'd. 
Hard Lachefis thou gav'ſt too long a thred 

Of life ro mey under an ill tarre bred. 

Thar my Countries fight, and friends I now do want, 
And rhus in Scythia do make my complaint. 

Bath grievous are, I have deſery'd from Rome, 

To be baniſhrt, not to ſuch a place to come, 

Whar ſpeak I madly 21 deſery'd to die, 

When I offended Ceſars Majeſtice 


ELEGIE. XI, 
To bis wife *cauſe ſome did her defame. 
And call ber wife to a baniſh'd man, 


Hy Lerrer which rhou ſendſt me doth complain, 
That ſome one call'd thee wife ro a baniſht mag, 
I griev'd not that my life is ill ſpoke by , 
Who now have us'd to ſuffer vyaliantly : 
Bur that I am a cauſe of ſhame rothee , 
And I think thou bluſheſt at my miſery. 
Endure, thou haſt ſuffered more even "1 my ſake, 
When the Princes wrath me from thee firſt did rake, 
He's deceiv'd who callzth me a baniſh'd many 
My fault a gentler puniſhment did atrain. 
Our ſhip rhough broke is nor o'rewhelm'd or drown'd, 
Ir bears up ſtill,thongh ir no Port hath found, 
My life, my wealth, wy right he doth nor rake, 
Which 1 deſery'd to loſe for my faults ſake, 
To offend him was a puniſhment far more z 
I wiſh my funeral hour had gone before. 
Bur becauſe no wickedneſs was in my fault, 


To baniſh me he only furcſt rhought, 


Lib. r 
1 45 to thoſe whoſe numbers cannor reckon'd be, 
1 So Ce/ar's ny was milde ro me, 

{ Therefore my verſes by right as they may , 

| OCeſar, do fing forth thy praiſe alway. 

| 1beſcech the Gods to ſhut up Heavens Gare, 
And ler thee be a God on carth in ſtare. 

But thou that calP{| me chus a baniſht man, 
Encreaſe not my ſorraw with a feigncd name, 


ELEGIE XIL 
To his friend who wiſh'd him to delight 
Himſelf, while he did verſes write. 


Hou wrir'ſt that I ſhould paſs the time away 


With ſtudy , leſt my minde with ruſt decay. 


'Tis hard (my friend) verle is a merry raske, 
And it a quiet minde doth alwaies aske. 

Our fare is droven by an adverſe winde, 

No chance more ſad than mine can be aſlign'd. 
Thou wouldſt haye Priam ar his ſons dearh jeſt, 
And Ntobe dance as it were ata feaſt. 

Ought Ico ſtudie or elſe ro lament? 

Thar alone unto the farrhcft Getes am ſen. 
Give me a breaſt with io much ſtrengrh ſuſtain'd, 
Such as Azytis had, as it 1s fam'd. 

So great a weight would fink his witar- length , 
7oves anger is above all humane ſtrengrh. - 
Thar ola man which Apollo wiſe did call , 

In ſuch a caſe would nor have wit ar all , 
Though 1 forger my Countrie and my ſelf , 
And have no icnſe ar all of my loſt wealth ; 
Todo my office tear doth me forbid , 

Being, compalg'd in with foes on every fide. 
Beſides, my vein grows dull being rufted ore , 
And now it is far lefſer than before, 

The field if char it be nor daily cill'd, 


Will nothing elſe burchornes, and kner-grafs yeild. 


The 


Triſttuns, 
The Horſe having long ſtood till will badly run , 
And be laſt of thoſe thar from the Liſts do come, 
The boar that hath long our of water bcen, 
Grows rotten, and the chinks thereof are ſeen. 
Then hope not | that had an humble vein, 

Can ere rerurn like to my ſelf again. 

My wit by my lon: ſutfering is decay'd , 

And part of my former vigour no+ doth fade, 
Sometimes my Tables in my hand | take, 

And | my woids to run in feer would make, 

I can wrire n> verics bur ſuch as you ſce, 

Firring the plac: and their Authours miſeric. 
And laſtly, glory gives ſtrengrh ro a ftrain, 

And love of praiſe, doth make a fruitful vein. 

I wasallu''d wich hope of fams before, 

While as a pro p2rous winde my ſails out bore : 
Bur now in glory | rake nor d-light , 

L had rather be unknown if that I mighr, 

Becauſe that ſume my verſe at fuſt did like, 
Would thou have m: therefore proceed to write # 
May I ſpeak ir with your leave you Gſters nines 
You chiefly caus'd this baniſhmenrt of mine, 

As the maker of rhe Bull in it did ſmart, 

So 1am alſo puniſh'd by my Art, 

And now with verſe 1 ought for te have done, 
And being ſhipwrack'd I the {ca ſhould ſhun, 
Suppoſe thar ſtudic 1 ſhould again aſlay 

This place is unkic for verſes any way, 

Here are no books,nor none to lend an ear, 

Nor none can underſtand me if rhey hear. 

All places here bork rude and wilde are found, 
And filled with the fearful Gerich ſound. 

I have forgot in Latin for to ſpeak , 

And 1 have learnt the language of che Gete. 
Yet ro ſpeak truth, I cannoc ſo reſtrain, 

My Muſe bur ſometime ſhe a verſe will frame. 


Lib. 3. | 


| L write, and then 1 burn thoſe books again, 
{ And thus my fludy enderh in a flame, 


1 1 cannot make a verſe, nor do dehire , 
1 Which makes me pur my labour in the fire. 
4 No part of my invention to you came 


Bur that which was ſtole or ſnatch'd trom the flame, 
And would that Art too had been burnt {or mes 
Which brought the Authour unto miſery, 


ELEGIE Xl, 
Heye he doth accuſe hi friend, 
Becauſe he did no letters ſend, 


Rom the Gettich Land thy Ovid ſcnds thee health , 
If one can ſend what he doth want himſelf. 
For. my minde from my body infeRed is , 
Leſt any part of me ſhould rorment miſs. 
A pain in my ſide me many daics doth hold , 
Which I had poren by the winter s cold, 
If thou art well, then we in part are well, 
For thou didſt under-prop me when | fell, 
Thou gav'ſt me many pledges of thy hearr, 
And did'ſt defend me till in every part. 
*T is thy fault that Letters thou doſt ſeldome ſend , 
Thou performed'ſt deeds, deny'ſt words to thy friend, 
Pray rend this fault, v hich if you ſhall corre , 
In thee alone there will be no defeR, 
1 would accuſe thee more, bur it may be, 
Thy Letter being ſent came not to me. 
May this complaint of mine ſeem raſh and hot , 
May | falſely think that thou haſt me forgoc. 
W hich as I pray for 1 am ſure to finde, 
For I can ne're believe thou haſt chang'd thy minde, 
G1ay worm-wood ſhall in the cold ſea be ſcant, 
And Cycultan Hybla ſhall iweer hony wan. 
E rethou in remembring of thy friend grow ſlack, 
The threds fure of my fare are ror fo black, 


And 


And thar thou may*t avoid ſo foule a crime, 
What thou art nor, beware thou do nor ſcem. 

. And as we were wont to paſs the time away 
Wirth ſome diſcourſe till we had ſpent the day , 
Ler Lerters carry and ferch back our words z 
While hands and paper tongucs ro us affords, 
Bur leſt 1 ſem too diſtruſttul for ro be, 

And that theſe few lines may admoniſh thee. 
Take my farewel, which word doth Letters end, 
And may fortune better fares unto thee ſend. 


A 


ELEGIE XIV. 


Ovid ſhews hu wife that ſhe , 
Shall by his books immo/tal be, 


Hat a memorial my books give to thee ? 
Thou Wife more dearer than my ſelf mai'ſt 
Though fortune from their Authour do derrat, (lee, 
Yer by my witthy fame ſhall be cxa&. 
Whil: 1 am read, thy fame ſhall roo be read, 
Which cannot in the funeral fire lic dead : 
And though thou ſeem'ſt unhappy by my fare , 
Yer ſome ſhall wiſh to be in thy eſtare : 
Who *cauſz thou bearſt part of my milerie, 
May call thee happic, and may envie thee, 
By giving riches thou no more hadſt gor » 
Since the rich-mans 2hot from hence doth carry nought 
Bur I have given thee fame char Ct:11 ſhall laſt , 
The grearcſt gift rhar | covld give, thou haſt, 
And *cauſe thou doſt d:f:n4 me in my rrouble , ' 
This mak:th honour come upon rhee double, 
For that my voice dorh ev. r mention thee » 
Thy husbands love m1y ſt:]| chy glory be. 
And leſt ſome call r!1:2 raſh, abide rothe endy 


Borh mie and thy faich ſee char rhou defend ; n 
or 
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Thy goodneſs free from any faulr or blame. 
Which'is nor ruin'd by this fault of mine, 

Thy vertue now may make rhy works to ſhine, 
*Tis cafie ro be good, when we remove , 

All occaſions that may make wives not to loyee 
Bur in thunder if the ſhower ſhe do not ſhun , 
Such affcRion doth true marriage love become, 
Rare is that love which fortune doth not guide » 
Bur when ſhe flies away doth firm abide. 

If yertue a reward to any be, 

Shewing moſt courage in adverſity , 

Thy verruc in no age ſhall be conceaPd , 

Bur through the world admired and reveald. 
Thou ſceſt Penelope doth Rill retain, 

For conſtancy an unexrtinguiſh'd name. 


ec A Admetus and brave Heffors wife are ſung , 
mai ſt And Hiphias wife that into fice did run, 
(ſee, The Fhylacean wife by fame new 1:fe hath founds 


Whoſe husband firſt \.c foot on Trojan grounds 
I do not need thy death, ſhew love to me. 
And thence thou ſhalr ger fame moſt eaſily. 
Nor think I cxhorrt thee, cauſe that thou doſt fails 
' Though the (hip ge with oares, we pur on fail, 
| He that exhons, doth praiſe what thou doſt do. 
And by cxhorting doth his liking ſhow, 


vghr 


FINIS. 


: -* . "* hs y 
© - i td 3 . "1 8 w * y 
: 4 - bk "4 . bY. _ "_ # - q 
wo} LES : = . wi | ” l , 0 4, + , 
4 * *ws, id +» 10 4uS- : WW LA © fo 
-F # : # þ + "2  » vs - 3 | -4 , 2 T) - 
For while we , cnc enely'd maintal Re We 
% 4 . «- 4 
; - 


